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conspirators against Julius 
Cdsar, 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Julius Caesar. 

OctaviusCsBsar, Uriumvirs, after the d^aih 

Marcus Antonius, > ^f j^^^^ q^^^ 

M..£niil.Lepiaus, ) 

Cicero, Publius, Popilius Lena ; senators. 

Marcus Brutus, 

Cassius, 

Casca, 

Trebonius, 

ligarius, 

Decius Brutus, 

Metellus Cimber, 

Cinna, J 

Flavius and Marullus, tribunes. 

Artemidorus, o sophist of Cnidos. 

A Soothsayer. 

Cinna, a poet. Another Poet. 

Lucilius, Titinius, Messala, young Cato, and Vo- 

lumuius; friends to Brutus and Cassius. 
Varro, Chtus, Claudius, Strato, Lucius, Dardanius; 

servants to Brutus. 
Pindanis, servant to Cassius, 

Calphuniia, wife to Ccesar. 
Pbrtia, wife to Brutus. 

Senators, Citizens, Guards, Attendants, 4-c. 

Scene, during a great part of the play, at Rome . 
aftenoards at Sardis ; and near Philippi. 



d by Google 



JULIUS C^SAR. 



ACT I. 

SCEJfE /.—Rome. A street. Enter Flaviua, 
Marullus, tmd a rabble of Ciiizens. 

Flavitts. 

H.ENCE; home, jou idle creatures, get you 

home; 
Is this a holiday ? What .' know you not, 
Being mechanical, you ou^ht not walk. 
Upon a labouring day, without the sign 
Of your profession ?--Speak, what trade art thou 

1 Cit. Why, sir, a carpenter. 

Mar. Where is thy leather apron, and thy rule ? 
What dost thou with thy best apparel on f — 
You, sir ; what trade are you f 

2 Cit. Truly, sir, in respect of a fine workman, 
I am but, as you would say, a cobbler. 

Mar. But what trade art thou ? Answer me di- 
rectly. 

2 Cit. A trade, sir, that, I hope, I may use with 
a safe conscience ; which is, inaeed, sii^ a mender 
of bad soals. 

Mar, What trade, thou knave? thou naughty 
knave, what trade ? 

% Cit. Nay, I beseech you, sir, be not out with 
nfie: yet, if you be out, I can mend you. 

Mar. What meanest thou by that ? Mend me, 
thou saucy fellow f 

2 Cit. Why, sir, cobble you. 
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JULIUS CiESAR. 



Ad I. 



Flav. Thou art a cobbler, art thou? 

2 at. Truly, sir, all that I live by is, with the 
awl : I meddle with no tradesmau^s matters, nor 
women^s matters, but with awl. I am, indeed, sir, 
a surc;eon to old shoes ; when they are in great 
danger, I re-cover them. As proper men as ever 
trod upon nealVleather, have gone upon my handy- 
work. 

Flav. But wherefore art not in thy shop to-day.^ 
Why dost thou lead these men about the streets f 

2 Cit. Truly, sir, to wear out their shoes, to get 
myself into more work. But, indeed, sir, we make 
holiday, to see Caesar, and to rejoice in his 
triumph. 

Mar. Wherefore rejoice ? What conquest brings 
he home ^ 
What tributaries follo»v him to Rome, 
To grace in captive bonds his chariot wheels .^ 
Vou blocks, you stones, you worse than senseless 

things ! 
O, you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome, 
Knew you not Pompey ? Many a time and oft 
Have you climb'd up to walls and battlements, 
To towers and windows, yea, to chimney-tops. 
Your infants in your arms, and there have sat 
The live-long day, with patient expectation, 
To see great Pcvnpey pass the streets of Rome : 
And when you saw his chariot but appear, 
Have vou not made an universal shout, 
That Tyber trembled underneath her banks, 
To hear the replication of your sounds; 
Made inlier concave shores? 
And do you now put on your best attire? \ 
And do you now cull out a holiday ? 
And do you now strew flowers b his way. 
That comes in triumph over Pompey*8 blood ? 
Begone; 

Run to your houses, fall upon your knees, 
Pray to the gods to intermit tlic pla^e 
That needs must light on this ingratitude. 
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Scene II. JULIUS C^SAR. 7 

Fkm. Go, go, good coantiyinen, and, for this 
laiilt, 
Assemble all the poor men of yoor soft ;< 
Draw them to Tyber banks, and weep your tears 
Into the channel, till the lowest stream 
Do kiss the most exalted shores of all. [Exe, CiL 
See, whe'r2 their basest metal be not mov*d ; 
They vanish tongue-tied in fbeir guiltiness. 
Go you down that way towards the Capitol ; 
This way will I : Disrobe the images. 
If you do find them deckM with ceremonies.' 

Mar. May we do so .' 
You know, it is the feast of Lupercal. 

Flav. It i8.no matter; let no images 
Be hun^ with Caesar's trophies. V\\ about; 
And drive away the vulgar from the streets : 
So do you too, where you perceive them thick. 
These growing feathers pluck*d from Ca?sar*s wing. 
Will make him fly an ordinary pitch ; ^ 

Who else would soar alxne the view of men. 
And keep us all in sen'ile fearfulness. [Exevuit. 

SCEJ^E IL— The same. A public place. Enter, 

in procession, with music, Caesar ; Antony, Jhr 

the course : Calphnmia, Portia, Decius, Cicero, 

Brutus, Cassius, €uid Casca, a great crowd Jhl- 

lowing, among them a Soothsayer. 

Oes. Calphurnia, — 

Casca. Peace, ho ! Csesar speaks. 

[Music ceases. 

Cass. Calphurnia, — 

Cal. Here, my lord. 

Gb*. Stand*you directly in Antonius* way, 
When he doth run his course.'' — Antomus. 

Ant. Ccesar, my lord. 

(1) Rank. (2) Whether. 

(3) Honoraiy ornaments ; tokens of retpcct. 

(4) A ceremony observed at the feast oiLuper* 



d by Google 



8 



JUUUS C^SAR. 



Actl. 



Cats. Forget not, in your speed, Antoniiu, 
To touch Calpbumia : for our elders say, 
The barren, touched in this holy chase. 
Shake off their steril curse. 

Ant. I shall remember : 

When Caesar says, Do tMs, it is perform^. 

C€t8, S et on ; and leave no ceremony out 
" [Music 

Sooth. Caesar. 

Ccu. Ha! who calls? 

Casca. Bid every noise be still : — ^Peace yet again. 
[Music ceases. 

Cats. Who is it in the press,* that calls on me ? 
I hear a toi^ue, shriller than all the music. 
Cry, Caesar : Speak ; Caesar is turn'd to hear. 

Sooth. Beware the ides of March. 

Cces. What man is that ? 

Bru. A soothsayer, bids you beware the ides of 
March. 

Cces. Set him before me, let me fee his face. 

Com. Fellow, come from the throng: Look upon 
Caesar. 

Cats. What say*st thou to me now ? Speak once 
again. 

Sooih. Heware the ides of March. 

Cobs. He is a dreamer ; let U8 leave him ; — pass. 
[Sermei.'^ Exeunt all but Bru. and Cas. 

Cos. Will you go see the order of the course? 

Bru. Not I. 

Cas. I pray you, do. 

Bra. I am not gamesome : I do lack some part 
Of that quick spirit that is in Antony. 
Let me not hinder, Cassius, your desires ; 
1*11 leave you. 

Cas. Brutus, I do observe you now of late < 
I have not from your eyes that gentleness. 
And show of love, as 1 was wont to have : 
You bear too stubborn and too strange a hand 

(1) Crowd. (2) Flourish of instruments. 
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Scene 11, J UUUS CiES AR. \ 

Oyer your frieixl that loves you. j I 

Be not deceivM : if I have veilM my look, < 

I turn the trouble of my countenance 1 1 

Merely upon my8el£ Vexed I am, 

Of late, with passions of some difference, • ' 

Conceptions only proper to myself, 

Whicii give some soil, perha^ to mv behaviours ; « \ 

But let not thereibre my good friends be griev'd ; 

(Among which number, Cassius, be you one ;) ^ ; 

Nor construe any further my neglect, 1 1 

Than that poor Brutus, with himself at war, 

Forgets the shows of love to other men. 

(Sis, Then, Brutua, I have much mistook your 
passion,! 
By means whereof^ this breast of mine hath buried 
llioughts oi great value, worthy cogitations. 
Tell me, good Brutus, can you see your face ? 

Bru, No, Cassius : for the eye sees not itself, 
figtby reflection, bjb^ome other things. 
■'^ CSb. 'Tisjust: 
And it is very much lamented, Brutu9, 
That you have no such mirrors, as will turn 
Your hidden worthiness into your eye, 
That you might see your shadow. I have heard. 
Where many of the best respect in Rome, 
(Except immortal Caesar,) speaking of Brutus, 
And groaning underneath this age's ydce. 
Have wished that noble Brutus had his eyes. 

Bru. Into what dangers would you lead me, 
XDassius, 
'' bat you would have me seek into myself 
For that which is not in me ? 

Cos. Therefore, good Brutus, be prepar'd to hear . 
And, since you know you cannot see yourself 
So well as by reflection, I, your glass. 
Will modestly discover to yourself 
That of yourself which you yet know not oC 

(1) The nature of your feeliiigs. 
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10 JULIUS CvESAR. AU L . 

And be not jealous of me, gentle Bratus : 
Were I a common laugher, or did use 
To stalei wiih ordinary oaths my love 
Td every new protester ; if you know 
That I do fawn on men, and hug them hard, 
And after scandal them ; or if you know 
That I profess myself in banqueting 
To all the rout, then hold nie dangerous. 
y \Flmirish and sfwui. 

, Bru. What means this shouting ? 1 do fear, the 

people 
Choose Caesar for their king. 

Cos. Ay, do you fear it f 

Then must I think you would not have it so. 
^ --Mr u- 1 would not, Cassius ; yet I love him well : — 
"~ liuT^wherefore do you hcH me heie so long ? 
What is it that you would impail to me ? 
If it be aught towara the eeneral good, 
Set honour in one eye, and death I'the other, 
And I will look on both indifferently : 
For, let the gods so speed me, as 1 love 
The najgne of honour more than I fear death. 

Co» I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus, 
As well as I do know your outward favou]^ 
Well, honour is the subject of my stoiy. — 
I cannot tell, what you and other men 
Think of thi^ life ; but, for my single self, 
I had as lief not be, as live to be 
In awe of such a thing as I myself. 
I was born free as Caesar ; so were you : 
We both have fed as well ; and we can both 
Endure the winter's cold, as well as he. • 
For once, upon a raw and gusty2 day. 
The troubled Tyber chafing with her shores, 
Caesar said to me, Dar^st ihoii, Cassius^ now 
Leap in with me into this angry Jloodf 
And swim to yonder point ? Upon the word. 
Accoutred as I was, I plunged in, 

<1) Allure. (2) Windy. 
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Scene 11. JULIUS CiES A R. 11 

And bade him folk»«7 : io, indeed, he did. 

The torrent roarM ; and we did buffet it 

With lusty «news ; throwing it aside 

And stemming it with hearts of controversy. 

liut ere we could arrive the point proposM, 

Caesar cryM, Help me, QisnuSf or J nnk, 

I, as £nea8, our great ancestor, 

Did from the flames of Troy upon )m dioukier 

The old Anchises bear, so, from the waves (rf Ty ber 

Did K the tired Caesar : And this man 

Is now become a god ; and Cassias is 

A wretched creature, and must bend his body, 

If Caesar carelessly but nod on him. 

He had a fever when he was in Spafai, 

And, when the fit was on him, I aid mark 

How he did shake : *tis true, Uiis god did shake : 

His coward lips did from their colour fly ; 

And that same eye, whose bend doth awe the world, 

Did lose his lustre : I did hear him groan : 

Ay, and that tongue of his, that bade the Romans 

Mark him, and write his speeches in their books, 

Alas ! it cried, Give me some drink, Titinius, 

As a sick girl. Ye gods, it doth amaze me, 

A man of such a feeble temper' should 

So get the start of Ae majestic world. 

And bear the pabn alone. [ShouL Flourish, 

Bru, Another general shout ! 
I do believe, that these applauses are 
For some new honours that are heapM on Caesar. 

Cos. Why, man, he doth b^tride the narrow 
world, 
Like a Colossus ; and we petty men 
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about 
To find ourselves dishonourable graves. 
Men at some time are masters of their fates : 
The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars, 
But in ourselves, that we are underlings. 
Brutus, and Caesar : What should be in that Caesar? 

(1) Temperament, constitution. 
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12 • JUUUSCiESAR. AdL 

Why should that name be sounded more than jours? 
Write them together, yours is as fair a name ; 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well ; 
Weigh them, it is as heavy ; conjure them, 
Brutus will start a spirit as soon as Caesar. [Shout. 
Now in the names of all the gods at once. 
Upon what meat doth this our Caesar feed, 
That be is grown so great ? Age, thou art shamM : 
Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods ! 
When went there by an age, since the great flood, 
But it was fam*d with more than with one man ? 
When could they say, till now, that talk»d of Rome, 
That her wide walks encompassM but one man ? 
Now is it Rome indeed, and room enough, 
When there is in it but cme only man. 

! you and I have heard our fathers say. 
There was a Brutus^ once, that would have brookM 
The eternal devil to keep his state in Rome, 

As easily as a king. 

Brv. That you do love me, T am nothing jealous; 
What you would work me to, I have some aim ;2 
How I have thought of this, and of these times, 

1 ihall recount hereafter ; for this present, 

I would not, so with love I might entreat you, 
Be any further mov*d. What you have said, 
I will consider ; what you have to say, 
I will with patience hear : and find a time 
Both mceftc hear, and answer, such high things. 
Till then, my noble friend, cVew^ upon this ; 
Brutus h,id rather be a villager. 
Than to repute himself a scmi of Rome 
Under those hard conditions as this time 
Is like to lay upon us. 

Ow. I am glad, that my weak words 
Have struck but this much show of fire from Brutus. 

Re-entey Caesar, and his train. 

Bru. The games ai-e done, and Caesar is returning. 

(1) Lucius Junius Brutus. (2) Guess. 
(3) Ruminate. 
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Scens II. JULIUS C^SAR. 18 

Cos. As they pass by, pluck Casca hv the deere ; 
And be will, after his sour fa^ion, tell you. 
What bath proceeded, worthy note, to^y. 

Bru. 1 will do so :— But, look you, Cassius, 
The angry spot doth glow on Caesar's brow, 
* ^ all the rest look like a chidden train : 

phumia's cheek is pale ; and Cicero 
Looks with such ferret' and such fieiy eyes, 
As we have seen him in the Capitol, 
Being crossM in conference by some senaton. 

Cos. Casca will tell us what the matter is. 

Cces, Antonius. 

Ant Caesar. 

CcBS. Let me have men about me that are fat ; 
Sleek-headed men, and such as sleep o'n^ts: 
Yond* Cassiushas a lean and hungry look ; 
He thinks too much : such men are dangerous. 

Ant Fear him not, Caesar, he's notcbtogerous ; 
He is a noble Roman, and well given. 

Oks. 'Would he were fatter :— But I fear biro not • 
Yet if my name were liable to fear, 
1 do not know the man I should avoid 
So soon as that spare Cassius. He reads much ; 
He is a great observer, and he looks 
Quite through the deeds of men : he loves no plays. 
As thou dost, Antony ; he hears no music : 
Seldom he smiles ; and smiles in such a sort. 
As if he mock'dhimselfi and scom'd his spirit 
That could be mov'd to smile at any thing. 
Such men as he be never at heart's ease. 
Whiles they behold a greater than themselves; 
And therefore are they veiy dangerous. 
J rather tell thee what is to be fear'd, 
Than what T fear, for always I am Caesar. 
Come on my right hand, for this ear is deaf. 
And tell me truly what thou think'st of him. 

[Exeunt Caesar and his train. Casca stays 
behind. 

(1) A ferret has red eyes. 
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Quca. You puird me by the cloak ; Would yoa 
speak with me f 

Bru. Aj,Casca ; tell us what hath chancM to-daj, 
That Ctesar k)oks so sad 

Ckuca. Why you were with him, were you not ? 

Bru. I should not then ask Casca what hath 
chanced. 

Casca. Why, there was a crown ofl^r*d him : and 
being ofierM him, he put it by with the back of his 
hand, thus ; and then the people fell a touting. 

Bru. What was the second noise for ? 

Casca. Why, for that too. 

Cos. They shouted thrice ; W^hat was the last 
ciT for f 

Casca. Why, for that too. 

Bru. Was the crown ofler'd him thrice } 

Casca. Ay, marry, was*t, and he put it by thrice, 
every time gentler than the other ; and at every put- 
ting by, mine honest neighbours shouted. 

Cas. Who ofl'ered him the crown ? 

Casca. Why, Antony. 

Bru. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casca. 

Casca. I can as well be hanged, as tell the man- 
ner of it : it was mere fooleiy. I did not mark it 
I saw Mark Antony ofter him a crown ;— yet 'twas 
not a crown neither, 'twas one of these coronets ; 
— and, as I told you, he put it by once ; but, for 
all that, io my thinking, he would fain have had 
it Then he ofiered it to him again ; then he put 
it by again : but, to my thinking, he was very loath 
to lav his filers off it And then he offered it the 
third time ; he put it the third time 1^ : and still as 
he refus'd it, tne rabblement hooted, and clapped 
their chopped hands, and tlirew up their sweaty 
night-caps, and uttered such a deal of stinking 
breath, because Caesar refused the crown, that it 
had almost choked Caesar ; for he swooned, and fell 
down at it : . And for mine own part, I durst not 
laugh, for fear of opening my lips, and receiving the 
bad air. 
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Scene ri JULTUS CJESAR. 1^ 

Cos, But, soft, I pray yow: What? did Caesar 

swoon? 
Cas(M, He fell down in the market-place, and 
foamed at mouth, and was speechless. 
JBru. *Tis very like : be hath the falling-nckness. 
Cos. No, Caesar hath it not ; but ^ou, and I, 
And honest Casca, we have the falhng-sickness. 

Casca. I know not what you mean by that ; but, 
I am sure, Caesar fell down. If the tag-rag people 
did not clap him, and hiss him, according as he 
pleased, and displeased them, as they use to do the 
players in the theatre, I am no true' man. 
JBru. What said he, when he came unto himself? 
Casca, Marry, before be fell down, wb^i he per- 
ceived the common herd was glad he refused the 
crown, he plucked me ope his doublet, and offered 
them his throat to cut — ^An I had been a roan of any 
occupation,^ if I t^ould ndt have taken him at a 
word, 1 would I might go to hell amoi^ the rogues : 
— and so he foU. When he came to himself again, 
he said, If he had done, or said any thing amiss, he 
desired dieir worships to think it was his infirmity. 
Thre€ or four wenches, where I stood, cried, Alas, 
good soul ! — and forgave him with all their hearts : 
But there's no heed to be taken oi them ; if Caesar 
had stabbed their mc^hers, they would have d(xie 
no less. 

/^ru. And after that, be came, thus sad, away ? 
.^jasca. Ay. 
Cos, Did Cicero say any thing ? 
Cksca, Ay, be spdce Greek. 
^Cas. Towhateflect? 

^Casca. Nay, an I tell you that, Til ne'er look 
you i'the face again : But those, that understood 
him, smiled at one another, and ahock their heads ; 
but, for mine own part, it was Greek to me. I could 
tell ^ou more news too: Marullus and Flavins, for 
pulhng scarfs off Caesar's images, are put to silence. 

(1) Honest (2) A mechanic. 
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16 JULIUS CiESAR. Act I 

Fare you well. There was more foolery yet, if ] 
could remember it. 

Cos. Will you sup with me to-night, Casca ? 

Casca. No, I am promised forth. 

Cos. Will you dine with me to-morrow ? 

Casca. Ay, if I be alive, and your mind hold, 
and your dinner worth the eating. 

(ms. Good ; I will expect you. 

Casca. Do so : Farewell, both. [Exit Casca. 

Bru. What a blunt fellow is this grown to be ? 
He was quick mettle, when he went to school. 

Cos. So is he now, in execution 
Of any bold or noble enterprise. 
However he puts on this tardy form. 
This rudeness is a sauce to his good wit. 
Which gives men stomach to digest his words 
With better appetite. 

Bru. And so it is. For this time I will leave you 
To-morrow, if you please to speak with me, 
I will come home to you ; or, if you will. 
Come home with me, and I will wait for you. 

Cas. I will do so : — till then, think of the world. 
[Exit Bmtus. 
Well, Brutus, thou art noble; yet, I see, 
Thy honourable metal may be wrought 
From that it is disposM A Therefore 'tis meet 
That noble minds keep ever with their likes : 
For who so firm, that cannot be seduc'd f 
Caesar doth bear me hard ;3 but he loves Brutus : 
If I were Brutus now, and he were Cassius, 
He should not humour^ me. I will this night. 
In several hands, in at his windows throw, ^ 

As if they came from several citizens, 
Writings all tending to the great opinion 
That Rome holds of his name ; wherein obscurely 
Caesar's ambition shall be glanced at : 

(1) Disposed to. 

(2) Has an unfavourable opinion of me. 

(3) Cajole. 
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Scene III JULIUS CESXR. 17 

And, aAer this, let Caesar ssat him sore ; 

For we will shake him, or worse days endiire. [£je. 

SCEJVJB III— The same. A street. Thunder 
and lightning. Enlevy from, opposite sides, 
Casca, toith his stvord drawn, and Cicero. 

Cic. Good efen, Casca: Brought you Caefar 
home?* 
Why are you breathless? and why stare you so? 

Oisca. Are not you movM, when all the sway of 
earth 
Shakes, like a th'ng unSrm ? O Cicero, 
I have seen tempests, when the scolding winds 
Have rivM the knotty oaks ; and I have seen 
The ambitious ocean swell, and rage, and foam, 
To be exalted with the threatening clouds : . 
But never till to-m'ght, never till now, 
Did I go throu2;h a tempest dropping fire. 
Either there is a civil strife in heaven; 
Or else the world, too saucy with the gods. 
Incenses them to send destruction. 

Cic. Why, saw you any thing more wonderful ? 

Casca. A common slave (you know him well by 
sight,) 
Held up his left hand, which did flame, and bum 
Like twenty torches join'd ; and yet his hand. 
Not sensible of fire, remainM unscorchM. 
Besides (I have not since put up my sword,) 
Against the Capitol I met a lion, 
Who glar*d upon me, and went surly by 
Without annoying me: And there were drawn 
Upon a heap, a hundred ghastly wcmien. 
Transformed with their fear ; who swore, they saw 
Men, all in fire, walk up and down the streets. 
And, yesterday, the bird of night did sit. 
Even at noon-day, upon the market-place. 
Hooting, and shrieking. When these prodigies 

(1) Did you attend Caesar home. 
VOL. VII. B 
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Do so conjointly meet, let not men say. 
These are their reasons, — They are natural; 
For, 1 believe they are portentous things 
Unto the climate that they point upon. 

Cic. Indeed, it is a strange disposed tin^e : 
But men may construe things after their fashion, 
Clean^ frcnn the purpose of the things themselves. 
Comes Caesar to the Capitol to-morrow ? 

Casca. He doth ; for he did bid Antonius 
Send word to you, he would be there to-morrow. 

Cic. Good night then, Casca : this disturbed sky 
Is not to walk in. 

Casca. Farewell, Cicero. [Exit Cic. 

Enter Cassius. 

Cos. Who's there ? 

Casca. A Roman. 

Cas. Casca, by your voice. 

Casca. Your ear is good. Cassius, what night is 
this? 

Cas. A very pleasing night to honest men. 

Casca. Who ever knew the heavens menace so.^ 

Gu. Those, that have known the earth so full of 
faults. 
For my part, I have walkM about the streets, 
Submitting me unto the ^lerilous night; 
And, thus unbraced, Casca, as you see. 
Have bar*d my bosom to the thunder-stone :2 
And, when the cross blue lightning seemM to o|X»n 
The breast of heaven, I did present myself 
Even in the aim and very flash of it. 

Casca. But wherefore did you so much tempt 
the heavens i* 
It is the part of men to fear and tremble, 
When the most mighty gods, by tokens, send 
Such dreadful heralds to astonish us. 

Cas. You are dull, Casca; and those sparks of 
life 
That should be in a Roman, you do want. 



(1) Entirely. 



(2) Bolt. 
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Or else you use not: You look pale, and gate, 
/ And put on fear, and cast yourself in wonder, 
To see the stranse impatience of the heavens : 
But if you would consider the true cause. 
Why all tl^esc fires, why all these gliding ghosts, 
Why birds, and beasts, from quality and kind \i 
Why old men fools, and diildren calculate ; 
Why all these things change, from their ordinance. 
Their natures and pre-formed faculties. 
To monstrous quality ; why, you shall find. 
That heaven hath itkus^d them with these spirits. 
To make them instrum^tts of fear, and warning. 
Unto some monstrous siat&^^Now could I, Casca, 
Name to thee a man most like this dreadful night : 
That thunders, lightens, opens graves, and roars 
As doth the lion m the Capitol : 
A man no mightier thftn thyself, or me. 
In personal action ; yet prodigious^ grown. 
And fearful, as these strange eruptions are. 

Casca. *Ti8 Caesar that you mean: Is it not, 
^ Cassius ? 

Cos. Let it be who it is: for Romans now 
Have ihewes' and limb^ like to their ancestors ; 
But wo the while ! our fathers* minds are dead. 
And we are eovem'd with our mothers' spirits ; 
Our yoke and sufferance show us womanbh. 

Casca. Indeed, they say, the senators to-morrow 
Mean to establish Csesar as a long : 
And he shall wear his crown by sea, and land. 
In every place, save here in Italy. 

Cas. 1 know where I will wear this dagger then ; 
^Cassius from bondage will deliver Cassius : 
^^I'herein, ye gods, you make the weak most strong ; 
Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat : 
Nor stony tower, nor walls of beaten brass. 
Nor airless dungeon, nor strong links of iron, 
Can be retentive to the strength of spirit; 

(1) Why they deviate from ouality and nature. 

(2) Portentous. (3) Muscles. 
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But life, being weary of these worldly bare, 
Never lacks power to dismiss itself. 
If I know this, know all the world besidesj^ 
That part of tyranny, that I do bear, r 
I can shake off at pleasure. 

Casca. So can I : 

So every bondman in his own hand bears 
The power to cancel his captivity. 

Cas. And why should Caisar be a tyrant tlicii ? 
Poor man ! I know, he would not be a wolf, 
But that he sees the Romans are but sheep : 
Hg were no lion, were not Romans hinds. ^ 
^Those that witli haste will make a mighty fire. 
Begin it with wheat straws: What trash is Rome, 
What rubbish, and what offal, when it serves 
For the base matter to illuminate 
nSo vile a thing as Cjesar? But, O grief! 
Where hast thou led me? I, perhaps, speak this 
Before a willing bondman : then 1 know 
My answer must be made : But I am arm'd. 
And dangers are to me indifferent ^ 

Casca. You speak to Casca; and to such a man. 
That is no fleering tell-tale. Hold^ my hand : 
Be factious^ for redress of all these griefs ; 
And I will set this foot of mine as far, 
As who goes farthest 

Cos. There's a bai^in made. 

Now know you, Casca, I have mov'd already 
Some certain of tlie noblest-minded Romans, 
To undergo, with me, an enterprise 
Of honourable-dangerous consequence ; 
And I do know, by this, theji stajr for me 
In Pompey's porch: for now, this fearful night. 
There is no stir, or walking in the streets; 
And the complexion of the element 
Is favour'd,^ like the work we have in hand. 
Most bloody, fiery, and most terrible. 

(1)Deer. (2) Here's my hand. (3) Active 
(4) Resembles. 
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Enter Cinna. 

Casca. Stand close a while, for here comes ooe 
in baste. 

Cos. 'Tis Cinna, I do know him by his gait ;i 
He is a friend. — Cinna, where haste jou so ? 

Cin, To find out you: Who's that? Metdlus 
Cimber? 

Cos. No, it is Casca ; one incorporate 
To our attempts. Am I not staid for, Cinna.' 

Cin, I am glad on*t What a fearful night is this f 
There's two or three of us have seen strange sights. 

Cos. Am I not staid finr, Cinna ? Tell me. 

Cin. Yes, 

You are. O, Cassius, if joa could bat win 
The noble Brutus to our par^ 

Cos. Be you content: Good Cinna, take this 
paper, 
And look you lay^ it in the praetor's chair. 
Where Brutus may but find it ; and throw this 
In at his window : set this up wi& wax 
Upon old Brutus* statue : all this dooe, 
Repair to Pompey*s porch, where you shall find us. 
Is Dedus Brutus, and Trebonius, there ? 

Cin. All but Metellus Cimber; and he's gone 
To seek you at your house. Well, I will hie. 
And so bestow these papers as you bade me. 

Cos. That done, repsur to Fompey's theatre. 

[Exit Cinna. 
Come, Casca, you and I will, yet, ere day. 
See Brutus at his house : three parts of him 
Is ours already : and the man entire, 
Upon the next encounter, yields him ours. 

Casca. O, he sits high, in all the people's hearts : 
And that, which would appear offence in us, 
His countenance, like richest alchjrmy. 
Will change to virtue, and to worthiness. 

Cas. Him, and his worth, and our great need of 
him, 

(1) Air of walking. 
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You have right well conceited. Let us go, 

For it is after midnight ; and, ere day. 

We will awake him, and be sure of him. [Exeuni. jf 

ACT IL 

SCEIN'E L— The same. Bmiuah orchard. En- 
ter Brdtus. 

Bru. What, Lucius! ho!— 
I cannot, by the progress of the stars. 
Give eaess how near to day. — Lucius, I say ! — 
I would it were my fault to sleep so soundly. — 
When, Lucius, whenf^ Awake, I say: What, 
Lucius ! 

Eriier Lucius. 
Luc. Call'd you, my lord ? 
Bru. Get me a taper in my study, Lucius : 
When it is lighted, come and call me here. 
Luc. I wUl, my lord. [Exit. 

Bru. It must be by bis death: and, for my part, 
I know no personal cause to spurn at him. 
But for the general. He would be crownM : — 
How that might change his nature, there's the 

question. 
It is the bright day, that brings forth the adder; 
And that craves wary walking. Crown him? — 

That;— 
And then, I grant, we put a sting in him, 
That at his will he may do danger with. 
The abuse of greatness is, when it disjoins 
Remoi"se2 from power: And, to speak truth of 

Ciesar, 
I hare not known when his affections 8Way*d 

(1) An exclamation of impatience. 

(2) Pity, tenderness. 
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More than his reason. But *tis a common proof,! 
That lowliness is voung ambition^s ladder, 
"Whereto the climber-upward turns his face : 
But when he once attams the upmost round. 
He then unto the ladder turns his back, 
Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees^ 
By which he did ascend : So Caesar may ; 
Then, lest he may, prevent And, since the qaarre! 
"Will bear no colour for the thing he is. 
Fashion it thus ; that what he is, augmented, 
"Would run to these, and these extremities : 
And therefore think him as a serpent's egg. 
Which, hatchM, would, as his kind,3 grow mis- 
chievous ; 
And kill him in the shell. 

Rt-enier Lucius. 

Imc. The taper bumcth in your closet, sir. 
Searching the window for a flint, I found 
This paper, thus seal*d up; and, I am sure. 
It did not lie there, when 1 went to-bed. 

Bru. Get you to-bed again, it is not dar. 
Is not to-morrow, boy, the ides of March r 

Luc. I know not, sir. 

Urn. Look in the calendar, and bring me word. 

Luc, I will, sir. [Exit, 

Bru. The exhalations, whizzing in the air. 
Give so much light, that I may read by them. 

[Opens the letter^ and reads, 
BnituSf thou sUep*st / awake, and see thyself. 
Shall Rome, ifc. Speak, strike, redress! 

Brutus, thou steepest; awake. 

Such instigations have been often dropp'd 
Where I have took them up. 
Shall Rome, 8fc. Thus, must I piece it out ; 
Shall Rome stand under one man's awe? What- 

Rome ? 
My ancestors did from the streets of Rome 

(1) Experience. (2) Low steps. (3) Nature. 
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The Tarquin drive, when he was calVd a king. 
Speak, strike^ redress! — Am I entreated then 
To speak, and strike? O Rome! 1 make thee 

promise, 
If the redress will follow, thou receivest 
Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus. 

Re-enter Lucius. 

Luc, Sir, March is wasted fourteen days. 

[Knooks within. 

Br%L 'Tis go<kl. Go to the gate ; Somebody 
knocks. [Exit Lucius. 

Since Cassius first did whet me against Caesar, 
I have not slept. 

Between the acting of a dreadful thing 
And the first motion, all the interim is 
Like a phantasma,^ or a hideous dream : 
The genius, and the mortal instruments, 
Are then in council; and the state of man, 
Like to a little kingdom, sufiers then 
The nature of an insurrection. 

Re-enter Lucius. 
Lue. Sir, *tis your brother Cassius at the dopr, 

Wlio doth desire to see you. 
Bru. Is he alone .^ 

Luc, No, sir, there are more with him. 
Bru. Do you know them f 

Luc. No, sir; their hats are pluck'd about their 
ears. 

And half their faces buried in their cloaks, 

That by no means I may ^discover them 

By any mark of favour.*-* 
Bru, JM them enter. 

[Exit Lucius. 

They are the faction. O conspiracy ! 

Sham'st thou to show thy dangerous brow by night, 

When evils are most free ^ O, then, by day, 

(1) Vistonaiy. (2) Countenance. 
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Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enoagfa 
To mark thy monstrous visage? Seek none, con- 
spiracy ; 
Hide it in smiles, and affability : 
For if thoii path thy native semblance on,* 
Not Erebus2 itself were dim enough 
To hide thee from prevention. 

Enter Cassius, Casca, Decius, Cinna, Metellus 
Cimber, and Trebonius. 

Ow. I think we are too bold upon yoar rest . 
Good-morrow, Brutus ; Do we trouble yoa ? 

Bru. I have been up this hour : awake, all night 
Know I these men, that come along with you ? 

Cos. Yes, every man of them ; and no man here. 
But honours you : and every one doth wish, 
Vou had but that opinion of yourself. 
Which every noble Roman bears of you. 
This is Trebonius. 

Bru. He is welcome hither. 

Cos. This, Decius Brutus. 

Bru. He is welcome toa 

Cos. This, Casca ; this, Cinna ; 
And this, Metellus Cimber. 

Bru. They are all welcome. 

What watchful cares do interpose themselves 
Betwixt your eyes and night ? 

Cos. Shall I entreat a word ? [They whisper. 

Dec. Here lies the east : Doth not the day break 
here? 

Casca. No. 

Cin. O, pardon, sir, it doth ; and yon grey lines. 
That fret the clouds, are messengers cf day. , 

Casca. You shall confess, that you are both de 
ceiv'd. 
Here, as I point my swcrd, the sun arises; 
"Which is a great way growing on the south. 
Weighing the youthful season of the year. 

(1) Walk in thy true form. (2) Hell. * 
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Some two months hence, up higher toward the 

north 
He first presents bis fire ; and the high east 
Stands, as the Capitol, directly here. 

Bru. Give me your hands all over, one by ono. 

Com. And let us swear our resolution. 

Bru. No, not an oath : If not the face' of men, 
The sufferance of our souls, the timers abuse, — 
If these be motives weak, break off betiroe^-*- 
And every man hence to his idle bed ; ^ 
So let hi^si^ited tyranny range on. 
Till each man drop by lottery .2 But if these, 
As I am sure they do, bear ore enough 
To kindle cowards, and to steel with valour 
The melting spirits of women ; then, countrymen, 
What need we any spur, but our own cause, 
To prick us to redress ? what other bond, 
Than secret Romans, that have spoke the word. 
And will not palter r^ and what other oath. 
Than honesty to honesty engaged, 
That this shall be, or we will fall for it ? 
Swear priests, and cowards, and men cautelous,^ 
Old feeble carrions, and^such suffering souls 
That welcome wrongs t unto bad causes swear 
Such creatures as men doubt : but do not stain 
The even virtue of our enterprise. 
Nor the insuppressive mettle of our spirits. 
To think, that, or our cause, or our performance. 
Did need an oath ; when every drop of blood, 
That every Roman bears, and nobly bears, 
Is guilty of a several bastardy. 
If be do break the smallest particle 
Of any promise that hath passM from him. 

Cos. But what of Cicero ? Shall we sound him.' 
I think, he will stand very strong with us. 

Casca. Let us not leave him out. 

Cin, No, by no means. 

(1) Perhaps Shakspeare wrote faiih. (2) Lot 
' • (3) Prevaricate. (4) Cautious. 
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Met. O let us have him ; for his silver liairs 
Will purchase us a good opinion,) 
And buy nien^s voices to coinmeiid our deeds : 
It shall be said, his judgment rul*d our hands; 
Our youths, and wildness, shall iio whit appear, 
But all be buried in his gravity. 

Btni. O, name him not ; let us not break^ with 
him; 
For be will never follow any thing 
That other men begin. 

Cas. Then leave him out 

Cas<M. Indeed, he is not fit. 

Dec. Shall no man else be toucVd, but only 
Caesar? 

Cas. Decius, well urgM : — ^I think it is not meet, 
Mark Antony, so well belov*d of Caesar, 
Should outlive Caesar: We shall find of him 
A shrewd contriver; and, you know, bis means. 
If he improves them, may well stretch so far, 
As to annoy us all : which to prevent. 
Let Antony, and Caesar, fall tt^ether. 

£ru. Our course will seem too bloody, Caius 
Cassins, 
To cut the head off, and Aen hack the limbs; 
Like wrath in death, and envy^ afterwards : 
For Antony is but a limb of Caesar. 
Let us be sacrificers, but no butchers, Caius. 
We all stand up against the spirit of Caesar ; 
And in the spirit of men there is no blood : 
O, that we then could come by Caesar's spirit. 
And not dismember Ca?sar ! But, alas, 
Caesar must bleed for it ! And, gentle friends, 
Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfully ; 
Let's carve him as a dish fit for the gods. 
Not hew him as a carcase fit for hounds : 
And let our hearts, as subtle masters do, 

(1) Character. 

(2) Let us not break the matter to him. 

(3) MaUce. 
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Stir up their senants to an act of rage, 
And after seem to chide them. This shall make 
Our purpose necessary, and not envious : 
Which so appearing to the common eyes, 
We shall be callM purgers, not murderers. 
And for Mark Antony, think not of him; 
For he can do no more than Caesar's arm, 
When Caesar's head is ofl*. 

CkLs. Yet I do fear him : 

For in the ingrafted love he bears to Csesar, 

* Bru. Alas, good Cassius, do not think of him : 
If he love Ciesar, all that he can do 
Is to himself; take thought, and die for Caesar: 
And that were much he should ; for he is given 
' To sports, to wildness, and much company. 

Treb. There is no fear in him; let him not die ; 
For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter. 

[Clock strikes. 

Brv. Peace, count the clock. 

Cos. The clock hath stricken three. 

2Vc6. 'Tis time to part. 

Cos. But it is doubtful yet, 

Whe'ri Caesar will come forth to-day, or no : 
For he is superstitious grown of late ; 
Quite from the main opinion he held once 
Of fantasy, of dreams, and ceremonies :2 
It may be, these apparent prodigies. 
The unaccustomM terror of this night, 
And the persuasion of his augurers,* 
May hold him from the Capitol to-day. 

t)€C. Never fear that : If he be so resolv'd, 
I can o'ersway him : for he loves to hear, 
That unicorns may be betray'd with trees, 
And bears with glasses, elephants with holes, 
Lions with toils, and men with flatterers ; 
But, when I tell him, he hates flatterers. 
He says, he does ; being then most flattered. 

(1) Whether. (2) Omens at sacrifices. 
(3) Prognosticators. 
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Let me work: 

For I can give this humour the true bent ; 

And I will bring him to the Capitol. 

Cds. Naj, we will all of ua be there to fetch him. 

Bru. By the eighth hour: Is that the uttermost .^ 

Cin. Be that the uttermost, and fail not then. 

Met Caius Liearius doth bear Csesar hard, 
Who rated him for speaking well of Pompey ; i 

I w(Miderf none of you have thought of him. 

Bru. Now, good Metellus, go alont^ by him A 
He loves me well, and I have given him reasons; 
Send him but hither, and Pll fashion him. 

Cos. The morning comes upon us: We'll leave 
you, Brutus:-^ 
And, friends, disperse yourselves: but all r«nember 
What you have said, and show yourselves tru<* 
Romans. 

Bru. Good gentlemen, look fresh and merrily ; 
Let not our looks put on2 our purposes ; 
But bear it as our R<Mnan actors do. 
With untirM spirits, and formal constancy : 
And so, good-morrow to you every one. 

[Ebceitni all but Brutus. 
Boy ! Lucius ! — Fast asleep.? It is no matter; 
Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of slumber : 
Thou hast no figures,^ nor no fantasies. 
Which busy care draws in the brains of men ; 
Therefore thou sleep'st so sound. 

Enter Portia. 
Por. Bnitus, ray lord ! 

Bru. Portia, what mean you? Wherefore rise 
you now .? 
ft is not for your health, thus to commit 
Your weak condition to the raw-cold morning. 
Por. Nor for yours neither. You have ungently, 
Brutus, 

(I) By his house. . (2) Show our designs. 
(3) Shapes created by imagination. 



d by Google 



30 



JULIUS CiESAR. 



Aetn. 



Stole from my bed : And yesternight, at supper, 
You suddenly arose, and walkM about, 
Musing, and sighing, with your arms across : 
And when I askM you what the matter was, 
You starM upon me with ungentle looks : 
I ui^'d you further ; then you scratched your head 
And too impatiently stampM with your foot : 
Yet I insisted, yet you answer'd not ; 
But, with an angry wafture of your hand, 
Gave sign for me to leave you : So I did ; 
Fearing to strengthen that impatience. 
Which seeniM too much enkindled ; and, withal, 
Hoping it was but an eflfect of humour, 
Which sometime hath his hour with every man. 
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor sleep; 
\nd, could it work so much upcki your shape, 
Ks it hath much prevail'd on your condition,! 
I should not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord, 
Make me acquainted with your cause of grief. 

JBrw. I am not well in health, and that is all. 

Por. Brutus is wise, and were he not in health. 
He would embrace the means to come by it 

Jiru. Why, so I do : — Good Portia, go to bed. 

Por. Is Brutus sicki* and is it physical 
To walk unbraced, and suck up the humours 
Of the dank3 morning f What, is Brutus sick ; 
And will he steal out of his wholesome bed. 
To dare the vile contagion of the night .'* 
And tempt the rheumy' and unpui^ed air 
To add unto his sickness .•• No, my Brutus : 
You have <)ome sick (^'ence within your mind. 
Which, by the right and virtue of my place, 
I ought to know of: And, upon my knees, 
1 charm you, by my once-commended beauty, 
By all your vows oif love, and that great vow 
Which did incorporate and make us one, 
That you unfold to me, yourself, your half, 
Why you are heavy ; and what men to-night 

(I) Temper. (2) Damp. (3) Moisture 
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Have had resort to you : for here have been 
Some six or seven, who did hide their faces 
Even from darkness. 

Bfu. Kneel not, ^ntle Portia. 

Por. I should not need, if you were gentle 
Brutus. 
Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus, 
U it excepted, I should know no secrets 
That appertain to you a^Am I yourself, 
But, as It were, in sort, or limitation ; 
To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed, 
And talk to you sometimes? Dwell I but in tKa 

suburbs^ 
Of your eood pleasure ? If it be no more, 
Portia is Brutus' harlot, not his wife. 

Bru. You are my true anil honourable wife ; 
As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops 
That visit my sad heart. 

Por. l( this wei-e true, then should I know this 
secret. 
I grant, 1 am a woman ; but, withal, 
A woman that lord Brutus took to wife : 
I grant, I am a woman ; but, withal, 
A woman well-reputed ; Catb*s daughter. 
Think you, I am no stronger than my sex, 
Being so father*d, and so husbanded .^ 
Tell me your counsels, I will not disclose them : 
I have made strong proof of my constancy, 
Giving myself a voluntary wound 
Here, in the thigh : Can I bear that with patience. 
And not my husband's secrets i* 

Bru. O ye gods, 

Render me worthy of this noble wife ! 

[^Knocking wiihin. 
Hark, hark ! one knocks : Portia, go in a while ; 
And by and by thy bosom shall partake 
The secrets of my heart. 
All my engagements I will construe to thee, 

(1) The residence of harlots. 
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All the characteryl of my sad brows : — 

Leave me with haste. [Exit Portia. 

Enter Lucius and Ligarius. 

Lucius, who is that, knocks ^ 

Luc. Here is a sick man, that would speak with 

7 you. 

'^^'^ Bra. Caius Ligarius, that Metellus spake of. — 

Boy, stand aside. — Caius Liga?ius ! how ^ 

Lig. Vouchsafe good morrow from a feeble 

tongue. 
Bru. O, what a time have you chose out, brave 
Caius, 
To wear a kerchief.^ *Would you were not sick ! 

Lig. I am not sick, if Brutus have in hand 
Any exploit worthy the name of honour. 

Bru. Such an exploit have I in hand, Ligarius, 
Had you a healthful ear to hear of it. 

Lig. By all the gods that Romans bow before, 
I here discard my sickness. Soul of Rome ! 
Brave son, deriv'd from honourable loins ! 
Thou, like an exorcist, hast conjur'd up 
My mortified spirit. Now bid me run. 
And I will strive with things impossible-, 
Yea, get the better of them. What's to do .? 
Bru. A piece of work, that will make sick men 

whole. 
Lig. But are not some whole, that we must make 

sicki* 
Bru. That must we also. What it is, my Caius, 
I shall unfold to thee, as we arc going 
To whom it must be done. 

Lig. Set on your foot ; 

And, with a heart new-fir'd, I follow you, 
To do I know not what : but it sufficetli. 
That Brutus leads me on. 

Bru. Follow me then. 

[Exeunt, 

(1) All that is charactered on. 
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SCEJ^E II.— The same. A room in Cesar's 
palace. Thunder and lightning. Enter CsevaT, 
in his night-goum. 

Qbs. Nor heaven, nor earth, have been at peace 
to-night : 
Thrice hath Calphumia in her sleep cried oat, 
7/c//>, ho/ they murder Ccesar! Who's within? 

Enter a Servant 
Sero, My lord? 

Cats. Go bid the priests do present sacrifice. 
And bring me their opinions of success. 
Serv. 1 will, my lord. [Exit. 

Enter Calphumia. 

Oz^ What mean TOO, Caesar? Think you to walk 
forth? 
You shall not stir out of your bouse to-day. 

C(BS. Caesar shall forth : The things that thx«at- 
enM me, 
Ne'er look'd but on my back ; when they shall see 
The face of Caesar, they are vanished. 

Cal. Caesar, I never stood go. cereniooies,! 
Yet now they fright me. There is one within. 
Besides the things that we have heard and seen. 
Recounts most horrid sights seen by the watch. 
A lioness hath whelped in the streets ; 
And graves have yawnM, and yielded up their dead; 
Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds. 
In ranks, and squadrons, and right form of war, 

hich drizzled blood upon the Capitol : 

he noise of battle hurtled^ in the air. 
Horses did neigh, and dying men did groan ; 
And ^osts did shriek, and squeaP about the streets. 
O Caesar ! these things are beyond all use. 
And I do fear them. 

(1) Never paid a regard to prodigies or omens. 

(2) Encountered. (3) Cfry widi pain. 
VOL. VII. C 
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Cccs. What can be avoided, 

"Whose end is purpos'd by the mighty gods ? 
Yet Caesar shall go forth : for these predicticHis 
Are to the world in general, as to Caesar. 

Cal. When beggars die, there are no comets seen; 
The heavens themselves blaze forth the death of 
princes. 

Cces. Cowards die many times before their deaths; 
The valiant never taste of death but once. 
Of all the wondei-s that 1 yet have heard, 
It seems to me most strange that men should fear ; 
Seeing that death, a necessary end, 
Will come, when it will come. 

Re-enter a Serjant 

What say the augurers ? 

Serv. They would not have you to stir forth to-day. 
Plucking the entrails of an offering forth, . 
They could not find a heart within the beast. 

CcBS. The gods do this in shame of cowardice : 
Caesar should be a beast without a heart, . 
If he should stay at home to-day for fear. 
No ; Caesar shall not : Danger knows full well, 
That Ciesar is more dangerous than he. 
We were two lions litter'd in one day, 
And I the elder and more terrible ; 
And Caesar shall go forth. 
jrCaX, Alas, my lord, 

■Your wisdom is consumed in confidence. 
Do not go forth to-day : Call it my fear. 
That keeps you in the house, and not your own. 
We'll send Mark Antony to the senate-house ; 
And he shall say, you are not well to-day : 
Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this. 

C<KS. Mark Antony shall say, I am not well ; 
And, for thy humour, I will stay at home. 

Enter Decius. 
Here's Decius Brutus, he shall tell them so. 
Dec,. Caesar, all hail ! Good morrow, worthy 
Caesar : 
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I come to fetch you to the s<»nate-house. 

Com. And you are come in very happy time, 
To bear my greeting to the senators. 
And tell them, that I will not come to-day : 
Cannot, is false ; and that I dare not, falser ; 
I will not come to-day : Tell them so, Decius. 

CaL Say, he is sick. 

Coes. Shall Coesar send a lie ? 

Have I in conquest stretch'd mine arm so far. 
To be afeard to tell grey -beards the truth ? 
Decius, go tell them, Caisar will not come. 

Dec. Most mighty Caesar, let me know some 
cause; 
Lest I be laugh*d at, when I tell them so. 

Cau. The cau5?e is in my will, 1 will not come ; 
That is enough to satisfy the senate. 
But, for your private sati.*ifaction. 
Because I love you, I will let you know. 
Calphurnia here, my wife, siays me at home : 
She dreamt to-night she saw my statua. 
Which like a fountain, with a hundred spouts. 
Did run pure blood ; and many lusty Romans 
Came smiling, and did bathe their hands in it. 
And these does she apply for warnings, portents, 
And evils imminent ; and on her knee 
Halh begg*d that I will stay at home to-dav. 

Dec. This dream is all amiss interpreted; 
It was a vision, fair and fortunate : 
Your statue spouting blood in many pipes, 
Jn which so many smiling Romans bath'd. 
Signifies that from you great Rome shall suck 
Revivmg blood ; and that great men shall press 
For tinctures, stains, relics,' and co^nizance.2 
This by Calphumla*s dream is signified. 

Cces. Anci this way have you well expounded it 

Dec. I have, when you have heard what I can 
say: 

(1) As to a saint, for relics. 

(2) As to a prince, for honours. 
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^ And know it now ; The senate have concluded 
*To give, this day, a crown to mighty CaBsar. 
If you shall send them word, you will not come, 
TTieir minds may change. Besides, it were a mock 
Apt to be renderM, for some one to say, 
Break up the senate till another time, 
HHien C(Bsar''s wife shall meet with better dreams. 
If Caesar hide himself, shall they not whisper, 
Loy Ccesar is afraid? 
Pardon me, Caesar : for my dear, dear love 
To vour proceeding bids me tell you this ; 
And reason to my love is liable, i 

Caa. How foolish do your fears seem now, Cal- 
phumia ^ 
I am ashamed I did yield to fbcm. — 
jtGive me my robe, for I will go :^ 

Enter Publius, Brutus, Liganus, Metellus, Casca, 

Trebonius, and Cinna. 
And look where Publius is come to fetch me. 

Pub. Good morrow, Caesar. 

CceS' Welcome, Publius. 

What, Brutus, are you stirrM so early too ? 
Good-morrow, Casca. — Caius Ligarius, 
Caesar was ne'er so much your enemy. 
As that same ague which hath made you lean. — 
What is't o'clock? 

Bru. Caesar, 'tis strucken eight. 

Cces. I thank you for your pains and courtesy. 

Enter Antony. 

See ! Antony, that revels long o'nights. 

Is notwithstanding up : 

Good-morrow, Antony. 

Ant. So to most noble Cajsar. 

Cces. Bid them prepare within : — 
>S«I^m to blame to be thus waited for. — 
rbw, Cinna :— Now, Metellus : — What, Treboniui ! 

(1) Subordinate. 
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I haTe an hour's talk in store for yoa ; 
Remember that you call on me to-day. 
Be near me, that I may remember yoo. 

Treb. Caesar, 1 will : — and so near will I be, 

[Aside. 
That your best friends shall wish I had been further. 

Qts. Good friends, go in, and taste some wine 
with me; 
And we, like friends, will straightway go together. 

Bni. That every like is net the same, O Caesar, 
The heart of Brutus yearns* to think upon ! [£xe. 

SCEJ^E JH^—TTiesame, A street near ike Cap- 
itoL Enter Artemidorus, reading a paper. 

Art. Caesar, henoare o/* Brutus; take heed of 
Cassius; ccme not near Casca; have an eye to 
Cinna; trust no< Trebonius ; marA; imZ/ Metellus 
Cimber; Decius Brutus love^ thee not; thou hast 
wronged Caius Ligarius. There is but one mind 
in all these men, and it is bent against Caesar. 
Jfthou be*st not immortal, look about you : Secu- 
f^ly^ gioes tjoay to conspiracy. The mighty gods 
d^'endthee! Thylover,^ Artemidorus. 

Here will I stand, till Caesar pass aloi^. 

And as a suitor will I give him this. 

My heart laments, that virtue cannot live 

Out of the teeth of emulation.^ 

If thou read this, O Caesar, thou may'st live; 

If not, the fates with traitors do contrive. [Ext7. 

SCEJ^E IK— The same. Another part of the 
same street, before the house qf Bhitus. Enter 
Portia and Lucius. 

Por. I pr'ythee, boy, run to the senate-house ; 
Stay not to answer me, but get thee gone : 
Why dost thou stay ? 

Luc. To know my errand, madam. 

(1) Grieves. (2) Friend. (3) Envy. 
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Por. I would have had thee there, and here 

Ere I can tell thee what thou should'st do there. — 

constancy, be strong upon my side I 

Set a huge mountain 'tween my heart and tongue ! 

1 have a man's mind, but a woman's might. 
How hard it is for women to keep counsel ! — 
Art thou hereyet.^ 

Luc. Madam, what should I do ? 

Run to the Capitol, and nothing etee ? 
And so return to you, and nothing else ? 

For. Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy lord look 
well, 
For he went sickly forth : And take good note. 
What Caesar doth, what suitors press to him. 
Hark, boy ! what noise is that .'' 

Luc. 1 hear none, madam. 

Por. Pr'ythee, listen well ; 

I heard a bustling rumour, like a fray, 
And the wind brings it from the Capitol. 

Luc. Sooth,! madam, 1 hear nothing. 

Enter Soothsayer. 

Por. Come hither, fellow . 

Which way hast thou been ? 

Sooth. At mine own house, good lady. 

Por. What is't o'clock f 

Sooth. About the ninth hour, lady. 

Por. Is Cjcsar yet gone to the Capitol f 

Sooth. Madam, not yet ; I go to take ray stand, 
To see him pass on to the Capitol. 

Por. Thou hast some suit to Caesar, hast thou not' 

Sooth. That I have, lady: if it will please Cassar 
To be so good to Caesar, as to hear me, 
I shall beseech him to befriend himself. 

Por. Why, knowest thou any harm's intended 
towards him ? 

Sooth. None th^t I know will be, much that I 
fear may chance. 

(1) Really. 
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Good-morrow to you. Here the street is narioiT • 
The throng that follows Caesar at the hceU, 
Of senators, of praetors, comnKxi suitors. 
Will crowd a feeble nnan almoe>t to death : 
ni get me to a place more void, and there 
Speak to great Caesar as he comes along. [ Exit 
Por, I must go in. — Ah me .' how weak a thing 
The heart of woman is ! O Bmtus ! 
The heavens speed thee in thine enterprise ! 
Sure, the boy heard me : — Brutus hath a suit. 
That Caesar will not grant — O, I grow faint : — 
Run, Lucius, and commend me to my lord ; 
Say, [ am merry : come to me again. 
And bring me word what he doth say to thee. 

{Exeunt, 



^ . ACT III. 

SCEJSTE l.^The same. The Capitol; the senate 
sitting. A croiod of people in the street leading 
to the Capitol; among them Artemidorus, am/ 
<Ae Soothsayer. Flourish. £nfer Caesar, Bru- 
tus, Cassius, Casca, Decius, Metellus. Trebonius 
Cinna, Antony, Lepidus, Popilius, Publius, and 
others. 

Qbs. The ides of March are come. 
Sooth. Ay, Caesar ; but not gono. 

y*Art. Hail, Caesar ! Read this schedule. 
Dec. Trebonius doth desire you to o'er-read. 

At your best leisure, this his humble suit 
Art. O, Caesar, read mine firsit; for mine's a suit 

That touches Caesar nearer : Read it, great Caesar. 
Oks. What touches us ourself, shall be last served. 
Art. Delay not, Caesar ; read it instantly. 
Cte*. What, is the fellow mad .^ 
Pub. Sirrah, give place., 

Cos. What, urge you your petitions in the street * 

Come to the Capitol. 
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Caesar enters the Capitol, the rest fottowing. AU 
the Senators rise. 

Pop. I wish, your enterprise today may thrive. 

Cos, What enterprise, Fopilius ? 

Pop. Fare you well. 

[Advances to Caesar. 

Bru. What said Popilius Lena ? 

Cas. Hewish'd today our enterprise might thrive. 
I fear, our purpose is aiscovered. 

JSru. Look, how he makes to Caesar : Mark him. 

Cas. Casca, be sudden, for we fear prevention. — 
Brutus, what shall be done ? If this be known, 
Cassius or Caesar never shall turn back, 
For I will slay myself 

Bru. Cassius, be constant : 

Popilius Lena speaks not of our purposes : 
For, look, he smiles, and Caesar doth not change. 

Cos. Trebonius knows his time ; for, look yoii, 
Brutus, 
He draws Mark Antony out of the way. 

[Exeunt Antony and Trebonius. Caesar 
and the Senators take their seats. 

Dec. Where is Metellus Cimber ? Let him go, 
And presently prefer his suit to Caesar. 

Bru. He is addressM A press near, and second 
him. 

Cm. Casca, you are the first that rears your hand. 

CcBS. Are we all ready f what is now amiss, 
That Caesar and his senate must redress f 

Met. Most high, most mighty, and most puissant 
Caesar, 
Metellus Cimber throws before thy seat 
An humble heart : — [Kneeling. 

Cces. I must prevent thee, Cimber. 

These couchings, and these lowly courtesies, 
Might fire the blood of oitiinary men ; 
And turn pre-ordinance, and first decree, 

(1) Ready. 
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Into the law of children. Be not fond, 

To think that Caesar bears such rebel blood, 

That will be thaw'd from the true quality 

With that which melteth fools ; I mean, sweet words. 

Low-crooked curt'sies, and base spaniel (awning. 

Thy brother by decree is banished ; 

If thou dost bend, and pray, and fawn for him, 

I spurn thee like a cur out of my way. 

Know, Caesar doth not wrong ; nor without cause 

Will he be satisfied. 

J^et. Is there no voice more worthy than my own, 
To sound more sweetly in great Caesar's ear. 
For the repealing of my banish'd brother.' 

Bru. I kiss thy hand, but not in flattery, Caesar ; 
Desiring thee, that Publius Cimber may 
Have an inrunediate freedom of repeal. 

Cces. What, Brutus! 

Cos. Pardon, Caesar ; Caesar, pardon 

As low as to thy foot doth Cassius fall, 
To beg enfranchisement for Publius Cimber. 

Cass. I could be well movM, if I were as you ; 
If I could pray to move, prayers would move me 
^ut I am constant as the northern star. 
Of whose true-fix*d, and resting quality, 
There is no fellow in the firmament. 
The skies are painted with unnumbered sparks. 
They are all fire, and eveir one doth shine ; 
But there^s but one in all doth hold his place : 
So, in the world ; 'Tis furnished well with men. 
And men are flesh and blood, and apprehensive ;• 
Yet, in the number, I do know but one 
That unassailable holds on his rank,3 
UnshakM of motion :3 and, that I am he. 
Let me a litde show it, even in this ; 
"That I was constant, Cimber should be banish'd, 
And constant do remain to keep him so. 

Cin. O Caesar, 

(1) Intelligent (2) Continues to hold it 
(3) Solicitation 
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Cms. Hence ! Wilt thou lift up Olympus ? 

Dec. Great Caesar, 

Ccu. Doth not Brutus bootless^ kneel ? 

Qisca. Speak, hands, for me. 

[Casca stabs Caesar in the neck. Capsar catches 
hold of his arm. He is then stabbed by seve- 
ral other conspirators^ and at last by Mar- 
cus Brutus. 

C»s. jE</M,5rwfe.?2— Then, fall, Caesar. 

[Dies. The Senators and People retire in 
confusion. 

Cin. Liberty ! Freedom ! Tyranny is dead ! — 
Run hence, proclaim, cry it about tlie streets. 

Cos. Some to the common pulpits, and cry out, 
Liberty ffreedoniy and enfranchisemeni ! 

Bru. People, and senators ! be not affrighted ; 
Fly not ; stand still :— ambition's debt is paid. 

Casca. Go to the pulpit, Brutus. 

Dec. And Cassius too. 

Bru. Where's Publius.? 

Cin. Here, quite confounded with this mutiny. 

Met. Stand fast together, lest some friend of 
Caesar's 
Should chance — 

Bru. Talk not of standing; — ^Publius, good cheer; 
There is no harm intended to your person, 
Nor to a Roman else : so tell them, Publius. 

Cas. And leave us, Publius ; lest that the people, 
Rushing on us, should do your age some mischief. 

Bni. Do so; — and let no man abide this deed, 
But we the doers. 

Re-enter Trebonius. 

Cas. Where's Antony ? 

Treb. Fled to his house amaz'd : 

Men, wives, and children, stare, cry out, and run, 
As it were doomsday. 

Bru. Fates ! we will know your pleasures : 

(1) Unsuccessfully. (2) And thou, Brutus .> 
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That we shall die, we know ; 'tis but the time, 
And drawing days out, that men stand upon. 

Cos. Why, he that cuts off twenty years of 1 fe. 
Cuts off so many years of fearing deaths 

Bru. Grant that, and then is death a benefit : 
So are we Caesar's friends, that have abridgM 
His time of fearing death. — Stoop, Romans, stoop, 
And let us bathe our hands in Csesar's blood 
Up to the elbows, and besmear our swords : 
Then walk we forth, even to the market-place ; 
And, waving our red weapons o'er our heads. 
Let's all cry. Peace! Freedom ! and Liberty ! 

Cos, Stoop then, and wash.! How many ages 
hence. 
Shall Has our lofty scene be acted over. 
In states unborn, and accents yet unknown ? 

Bru. How many times shall Caesar bleed in sport. 
That now on Pompey's basis lies along, 
No worthier than the dust f 

Cos, So oft as that shall be. 

So often shall the knot of us be call'd 
The men that gave our country liberty. 

Dec. What, shall we forth .> 

Cm. At, every man away : 

Brutus shall lead; and we will grace his heels 
With the most boldest and best hearts of Rome. 

Enter a Servant 

Bru. Soft, who comes here f A friend of Antony's. 

Serv. Thus, Brutus, did my master bid nte kneel ; 
Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down : 
And, being prostrate, thus he bade me say : 
Brutus is noble, wise, valiant, and honest ; 
Caesar was mighty, bold, royal, and loving : 
Say, 1 love Brutus, and I honour him ; 
Say, I fear'd Caesar, honour'd him, and lov'd him. 
If Brutus will vouchsafe, that Antony 
May safely come to him, and be resolv'd 

(1) In Caesar's bio. rfl. 
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How Caesar hath desen'd to lie in death, 
Mark Antony shall not love Caesar dead 
So well as lirutus living ; but will follow 
The fortunes and affairs of noble Brutus, 
Thorough the hazards of this untrod state, 
With all true faith. So says my master Antony. 

JSru. Thy master is a wise and valiant Roman ; 
I never thought him worse. 
Tell him, so please him come unto this place, 
He shall be satisfied ; and, by my honour, 
Depart untouchM. 

Serv. ril fetch him presently. 

[Exit Servant 

Bru. T know, that we shall have him well to 
friend. 

Cos. I wish, we may ; but yet have I a mind. 
That fears him much ; and my misgiving still 
Falls shrewdly to the purpose. 

Re-enter Antony. 

Bru. But here comes Antony.— Welcome, Mark 
Antony. 

Ant. O mighty Caesar ! Dost thou lie so low ? 
Are all thy conquests, glories, triumphs, spoils. 
Shrunk to this little measure? — Fare thee well.— 
I know not, gentlemen, what you intend. 
Who else must be let blood, who else is rank ;» 
If I myself, there is no hour so fit 
As Caesar's death's hour ; nor no instrument 
Of half that worth, as those your swords, made rich 
With the most noble blood of all this world. 
I do beseech ye, if you bear me hard, 
Now, whilst your purpled hands do reek and smoke, 
Fulfil your pleasure. Live a thousand years, 
I shall not find myself so apt to die : 
No place will please me so, no mean of death, 
As here by Caesar, and by you cut off, ' 
The choice and master spirits of this age. 

(1) Grown too high for the public safety. 
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Bru, O Antony ! b^ not your death of us. 
Though now we must appear bloody and cruel, 
As, by our hands, and this our present act. 
You see we do ; yet see you but our hands. 
And this the bleeding business they have done : 
Our hearts you see not, they are pitiful ; 
And pity to the general wrong or Rome 
(As m« drives out fire, so pity, pjjy») 
Hath done this deed on CaBsar. For your part, 
Toyou our swords have leaden points, Mark A ntony: 
Our arms, in strength of malice, and our hearts, 
Of brothers' temper, do receiYC you in 
With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence. 

Cos, Your voice shall be as stnxig as any man*8^ 
In the disposing of new diniities. 

Bru, Only be patient, till we have appeas'd 
The multitude, beside themselves with fear. 
And then we will deliver you the cause. 
Why I, that did love Cxsar when 1 struck him, 
Have thus proceeded. 

^nt ' I doubt not of your wisdom. 

Let each man render me his bloody hand : 
First, Marcus Brutus, will I shake with you : — 
Nes,t, Caius Cassius, do I take your hand ; — 
Now, Decius Brutus, yours ; — nowyours, Metellus; 
Yours, Cinna; — and, my valiant Casca, yours ; — 
Though last, not least in love, yours, «x)d Trebomu& 
Gentlemen all, — alas ! what shall I say ? 
My credit now stands on such slippeiy ground. 
That one of two bad ways you must conceit me. 
Either a coward or a flatterer. — 
That I did love thee, Caesar, O, *tis true : 
If then thy spirit look upon us now, 
Shall it not grieve thee, dearer than thy dcalli. 
To see fhy Antony making his peace. 
Shaking the bloocfy fingecs of thy foes. 
Most noble ! in the presence of thy corse ? 
Had I as many eyes as thou hast wounds, 
Weeping as fast as they stream forth thy blood, 
It would become me better, than to close 



d by Google 



46 



JULIUS CjESAR. 



Act III. 



In terms of friendship with thine enemies. 
Pardon me, Julius I — Here wast thou bay*d, brave 

hart ; 
Here didst thou fall ; and here thy hunters stand, 
Sign'd in thy spoil, and crimsonM in thy letbe. 
O world ! thou wast the forest to this hart ; 
And this, indeed, O world, the heart of thee.' — 
How like a deer, stricken by many princes, 
Dost thou here lie ? 

Cas. Mark Antony, 

Ant. Pardon me, Caius Cassius : 

The enemies of Caesar shall say this ; 
Then, in a friend, it is cold modesty. 

Cos. I blame you not for praising Caesar so ; 
But what compact mean you to have with us.^ 
Will you be prick'd in number of our friends ; 
Or shall we on, and not depend on you ? 

Ant. Therefore I took your hands ; but was, in- 
deed, 
Sway'd from the point, by looking down on Csesar. 
Friends am I with you all, and love you all ; 
Upon this hope, that you shall give me reasons. 
Why, and wherein, Caesar was dangerous. 

Bru. Or else were this a* savage spectacle : 
Our reasons are so full of good regard. 
That were you, Antony, the son of Caesar, 
You should be satisfied. 

Ant. That's all I seek- 

And am moreover suitor, that I may 
Produce his body to the market-place ; 
And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend. 
Speak in the order of his funeral. 

Bru. You shall, Mark Antony. 

Cas. Brutus, a word with you 

You know not what you do ; Do not consent, 

[Aside. 
That Antony speak in his funeral : 
Know you how much the people may be movM 
By that which he will utter ? 

Bru. By your pardon ;-^ 
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I will myself into the pulpit first, 
And show the reaK>n of our Caesar^n death : 
What Antony shall speak, 1 will protest 
He speaks by leave and by permission ; 
And that we are contented, Caesar shall 
Have all true rites, and lawful ceremonies. 
It shall advantage more, than do us wrong. 

Qis. I know not what may fall ; I like it not. 

Bru. Mark Antony, here, take you Caesar's body. 
You rfiall not in your funeral speech blame us, 
But speak all good you can devise of Caesar ; 
And say, you do't by our permission; 
Else shall you not have any hand at all 
About his funeral : And you shall speak 
In the same pulpit whereto I am gomg. 
After my spc^h is ended. 

Ant. Be it 80 ; 

I desire no more. 

Bru. Prepare the body then, and follow us. 

[Exeunt all but Antony. 

Ant. O, pardon me, thou piece of bleeding earth. 
That I am meek and gentle with these butchers ! 
Thou art the ruins of the noblest man, 
That ever lived in the tide* of times. 
Wo to the hand that shed this costly Wood ! 
Over thy wounds now do I prophesy, — 
Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby lips 
To beg the vcMce and utterance of my tongue ; — 
A curse shall light upon the limbs pf men ; 
Domestic fury, and fierce civil strife. 
Shall cumber all the parts of Italy : 
Blood and destruction shall be so in use, 
And dreadful objects so familiar. 
That mothers shall but smile, when they behold 
Their infants ouarter'd with the hands of war ; 
All pity chokM with custom of fell deeds ; 
And Caesar's spirit, ranging for revenge, 
With Ate by his side, come hot from hell, 

(1) Course. 
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Shall in these confines, with a monarches voice. 
Cry HavoCy^ and let siip2 the dogs of war ; 
That this foul deed shall smell above the earth 
With carrion men, groaning for burial. 

Enter a Servant. 

You serve Octavius Caesar, do you not? 

Serv. I do, Mark Antony. 

Ant. Caesar did write for him to come to Rome. 

Serv. He did receive hU letters, and is coming •. 
And bid me say to you by word of mouth, — 
O Caesar ! [ikeing the body. 

Ant. Thy heart is big, get thee apart and weep. 
Passion, I see, is catching : for mine eyes, 
Seeing those beads of sorrow stand in thine, 
Began to water. Is thy master coming ? 

Berv. He lies to-night within seven leagues of 
Rome. 

Ant. Post back with speed, and tell him what 
hath chanc'd : 
Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 
No Rome of safety for Octavius yet ; 
Hie hence, and tell him so. Yet stay a wliile ; 
Thou shalt not back, till I have borne this corse 
Into the market-place : there shall I try, 
In my o ation, how the people take 
The crut;l issue of these bloody men ; 
According to the which, thou shalt discourse 
To youn- Octavius of the state of things. 
Lend m ^ your hand. [Exeunt, with Caesar's ho3y. 

SCEJ\".^: IT.— The same. The Forum. Enter 
Brutus and Cassius, and a throng qf Citizens. 

at. We will be satisfied ; let us be satisfied. 
Bru. Then follow me, and give me audience, 
friends. — 

(1) The signal for giving no quarter. 

(2) To let slip a dog at a deer, &c. was the 
«dmical phrase of Shakspeare's time. 
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CassiuSi go you iuto the other street, 

And part the numbers. — 

Those that will hear me speak, let them staj here; 

Those that will follow Cassius, o> with him ; 

And public reasons shall be rendered 

Of Caesar's death. 

1 Cii. I win hear Brutus speak. 

2 at. I will hear Cassius ; and compare their 

reasons. 
When sererallj we hear them rendered 

[Exit Cassius, with some of the Citizens. 
Brutus goes into the rostrum. 

3 Cii. The noble Brutus is ascended : Silence ! 
Bru. Be patient till the last 

Romans, countiymen, and lovers !* hear me for my 
cause; and be silent that jou may hear: believe 
me for mine honour; and have respect to mine 
honour, Ihat you may believe : censure me in your 
wisdom^ ; and awake your senses that rou may the 
better judge. If there be any in this assembly, 
any dear friend of Caesar's, to him I say, that 
Brutus* love to Caesar was no less than hut. l( then 
that friend demand, why Brutus rose against Caesar, 
this is my answer, — Not that I loved Caesar less, 
but that I loved Roma more. Had you rather 
Caesar were living, and die all slaves ; than that 
Caesar were dead, to live all free men f As Csesar 
loved me, I weep for him ; as he was fortunate, I 
rejoice at it ; as he was valiant, I honour him : but, 
as he was ambitious, I slew him ; There is tears, 
for his love ; joy, for his fortune ; honour, for his 
valour ; and death, for his ambition. WTho is here 
so base, that would be a bondman ? If any, speak ; 
for him have I offended. Who is here so rude that 
would not be a Roman ? If any, speak ; for liim 
have I offended. Who is here so vile, that will not 
love his country.'* If any, speak; for him have I 
offended. I pause for a reply. 

(1) Friends. 
VOL. rii. D 
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Ctl. None, Brutus, none. 

[Several speaking at once. 

Bru. Then none have I ofl'ended. 1 have done 
no more to Caesar, than you should do to Brutus. 
The question of ^is death is enrolled in the Capitol : 
his glory not extenuated, wherein he was worthy ; 
nor his offences enforced, for which he sufl'ered 
death. 

Enter Antony and others^ toith Caesar's body. 
Here comes his bod/, mourned by Mark Antony : 
who, though he had no hand in his death, shall re- 
ceive the benefit of his dying, a place in the com- 
monwealth; As which of you shall not? With 
this I depart ; That, as I slew my best lovcr^ for 
the good of Rome, I have the same dagger for my- 
self, when it shall please my country to need my 
death. 

at. Live, Brutus, live ! live ! 

1 at. Bring h".m with triumph home unto his 

house. 

2 at. Give him a statue with his ancestors. 

3 at. Let him be Caesar. 

4 at. Caesar's better parts 
Shall now be crown'd in Brutus. 

1 at. We'll bring him to his house with shouts 

and clamours. 
Bru. My countrymen, 

2 at. Peace ; silence ! Brutus speaks. 
1 at. Peace; ho! 

Bru. Good countrymen, let me depart alone. 
And, for my sake, stay here with Antony : 
Do grace to Caesar's corpse, and grace his speech 
Tending to Caesar's glories ; which Mark Antony, 
By our permission, is allow'd to make. 
I do entreat you, not a man depart, 
Save I alone, till Antony have spoke. [Exit 

1 at. Stay, ho ! and let us hear Mark Antony. 

(1) Friend. 
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3 Cit. Let him go up into the public chair; 
We'll hear him : — Noble Antony, go up. 

Ant. For Brutus' sake, I am beholden to yoa. 

4 Cit What does he say of Brutus ? 

3 Cii, He says^r Brutus' sake, 
He finds himself beholden to us all. 

4 Cit. 'Twere best he speak no harm of Bmtos 

here. 

1 Cit. This Caesar was a tyrant 

3 Cit. Nay, that's certain : 

We are bless'd, that R(xne is rid of him. 

2 Cit. Peace ; let us hear what Antony can say. 
Ant. You gentle Romans, 

Cit. Peace, ho ! let os hear him. 

Ant. Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me 
your ears ; 
I come to bury Caesar, not to praise him. 
The evil, that men do, lives after them ; 
The good is oft interred with their bones ; 
So let it be with Caesar. The noble Brutus 
Hath told you, Caesar was ambitious : 
If it were so, it was a grievous fault ; 
And grievously hath Caesar answer'd it 
Here, under leave of Brutus, and the rest, 
(For Brutus is an honourable man ; 
So are they all, all honourable men ;) 
Come I to speak irv Caesar's funeral. 
He was my friend, faithful and just to me : 
But Brutus says, he was ambitious ; 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
He hath brought many captives home to Rome, 
Whose ransoms did the general cofiiers fill : 
Did this in Caesar seem ambitious ? 
When that the poor have cned, Caesar hath wept : 
Ambition should be made of sterner stuff: 
Yet Brutus says, he was ambitious ; 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
You all did see, that on the Lupercal, 
1 thrice presented him a kingly crown. 
Which he did thrice refuse. Was this ambition ? 
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Yet Brutus says, he was ambitious ; 

And, sure, be is an honourable man. 

I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke, 

But here I am to speak what I do knov/. 

Vou all did lov^im once, not without cause ; 

What cause withholds you then to mourn for him? 

judgment, thou art fled to brutish beasts. 
And men have lost their reason ! — Bear with me; 
My heart is in the coffin there with Caesar, 

And I must pause till it come back to me. 

1 at. Methiiiks, there is much reason in his 

sayings. 

2 CU. If thou consider rightly of the matter, 
Csesar has bad gi-eat wrong. 

'^ CU, Has be, masters f 

1 fear, there will a worse come in his place. 

4 Cit. Mark'dye his words? He would not take 
the crown ; 
Therefore, His certain, he was not ambitious. 

1 Cit. If it be found so, some will dear abide it. 

2 Cit. Poor soul ! his eyes are red as fire with 

weeping. 

3 Cit, There's not a nobler man in Rome, than 

Antony. 

4 Cit Now mark him, he begins again to speak. 
Ant. But yesterday, the word of Caesar might 

Have stood against the world : now Ues he there, 
And none so poori to plo him reverence. 

masters ! if I were disposed to stir 
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 

1 should do Brutus wron^, and Cassius wrong. 
Who, you all know, are honourable men : 

I will not do them wrong ; I rather choose 
To wrong the dead, to wrong myself and you, 
I'han I will wrong such honourable men. 
But here's a parchment, with the seal of Caesar, 
I found it in his cbset, 'tis his will : 

(1) The meanest man is now too high to cio 
revereocQ to Caesar. 
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Let but the commons hear this testament, 
^Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read,) 
And they would go and kiss dead Caesar's wounds, 
And dip their napkins^ in his sacred blood ; 
Yea, be^ a hair of him for memory. 
And, dymg, mention it within their wills, 
Bequeathing it, as a rich l^acy, 
Unto their issue. 

4 at We'll hear the will: Read it, Marfc Antony. 

at. The will, the will ; we will hear Caesar's win. 

Ant. Have patience, gentle friends, I must not 
read It; 
It is not meet you know how Csesar lov'd yoo. 
You are not wood, you are not stones, but men ; 
And, being men, hearing the will of Cseaair, 
It will inflame you, it will make yon mad : 
'Tis good you know not that you are his heira ; 
For if you should, O, what would come 0/ it ! 

4 Cit Read the will ; we will hear it, Antony; 
You shall read us the will ; Caesar's will. 

Ant Will you be patient? Will you staya while.> 
I have o'ershot myself, to tell you of it 
I fear, I wrong the honourable men. 
Whose da^ers have stabb'd Caesar : I do fear it 

4 Cit Thej^were traitors : Honourable men I 

Cit The will ! the testament ! 

2 Cit They were villains, murderers : The will ! 
read the will ! 

Ant You will ccxmpel me then to read the will ? 
Then make a ring about the corpse of Caesar, 
And let me show you him that made the will. 
Shall [ descend ? And will you give me leave ? 

Cit Comedown. 

2 Cit Descend. 

[He comes dawn from the ptUjnt 

3 Cit You shall have leave. 

4 Cit A ring; stand round. 

1 Cit Stand from the hearse, stand finora the body. 

(1) Handkerchiefs. 
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2 Cii. Room for Antony ; — most noble Antony. 

Ant. Nay, press not so upon me ; stand far oal 

Cit. Stand twick ! room ! bear back ! 

Ant. If you have tears, prepare to shed them 
now. 
You all do know this mantle : I remember 
The first time ever Caesar put it on ; 
•Twas on a summer's evening, in his tent ; 
That day he overcame the Nervii : — 
Look ! in this place, ran Cassius* dagger through 
See, what a rent the envious Casca made : 
Through this, the well beloved Brutus stabb'd ; 
And, as he pluck'd his cursed steel awaj', 
Mark how the blood of Caesar followM jt ; 
As rushing out of doors, to be resolv'd 
If Brutus so unkindly knock'd, or no ; 
For Brutus, as you know, was Caesar's angel -. 
Judge, O you gods, how dearly Caesar lov'd him ! 
This was the most unkindest cut of all : 
For when the noble Caesar saw him stab, 
Ingratitude, more strong than traitors arms, 
Quite vanquished him : then burst his mighty heart; 
And, in his mantle muffling up his face, 
Even at the base of Fompey's statua,i 
Which all the while ran blood, great Ceesar fell. 
O, what a fall was there, my countrymen ! 
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down, 
Whilst bloody treason flourish'd over us.2 
O, now you weep ; and, I perceive, you feel 
The dint' of pity : these are gracious drops. 
Kind souls, what, weep you, when you but behold 
Our Caesar's vesture wounded ? Look you here. 
Here is himself, marr'd, as you see, with traitors. 

1 Cit. O piteous spectacle ! 

2 Cit. O noble Caesar! 

3 Cit. O woful day \ 

(\) Statua for statue, is common among the old 
writers. 

(2) Was successful. (3) Impression. 
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4 Cii. O traitors, villains! 

1 at O most bloody sight ! 

2 Cli. "We will be revenged . revenge ; about, — 
seek, — bum, — fire, — kill, — slay I— let not a traitor 
live. 

^nt Stay, countrymen. 

1 at. Peace there : — Hear the noble Antony. 

2 at. We'll hear him, weMl follow him, we'll 
die with him. 

Ant. Good friends, sweet friends, let me not stir 
you up 
To such a sudden flood of mutiny. 
They, that have done this deed, are honourable ; 
What private griefs^ they have, alas, 1 know not, 
That made them do it ; they are wise and honour- 
able, 
And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you. 
I come not, friends, to steal away your hearts ; 
I am no orator, as Brutus is : 
But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man, 
That love my friend ; and that they know full well 
That s^ave me public leave to speak of him. 
For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth. 
Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech, 
To stir men's blood : I only speak right on ; 
I tell you that, which you yourselves do know ; 
Show you sweet Caesar's wounds, poor, poor dumb 

mouths, 
And bid them speak for mc : But were I Brutus, 
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would ruffle up your spirits, and put a tongue 
In every wound of Coesar, that should move 
The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny. 

at. We'll mutiny. 

1 at. We'll bum the house of Brutus. 

5 at. Away then, come, seek the conspirators. 
Ant. Yet hear me, countrymen ; yet near me 

speak. 

(1) Grievances. 
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at. Peace, ho! Hear Antony, most noble Antony. 

Ant. Why, friends, you go to do you know not 
what: 
Wherein hath Caesar thus deserv'd your loves ? 
Alas, you know not : — I must ta'\ you then : — 
You have forgot the will I told you of. 

at Most true ; — the will ; — let's stay, and hear 
the will. 

Ant. Here is the will, and under Caesar's seal. 
To every R(»nan citizen he gives. 
To every several man, seventy-five drachmas.! 

2 at. Most noble Caesar ! — weMI revenge his 

death. 

3 at O royal Caesar ! 
Ant. Hear me with patience. 
at Peace, ho! 

Ant Moreover, he hath left you all his walks, 
His private arbours, and new-planted orchards, 
On this side Tyber ; he hath left them you. 
And to your heirs for ever ; common pleasures, 
To walk abroad, and recreate yourselves. 
Here was a Caesar : When comes such another f 

1 at. Never, never : — Come, away, away : 
We'll bum his body in the holy place, 

And with the brands fire the traitors' houses. 
Take up the body. 

2 at Go, fetch fire. 

3 at Pluck down benches. 

4 at Pluck down forms, windows, any thing. 

[Exeunt Citizens, toiih the b<My, 
Ant Now let it work : Mischief, thou art afoot. 
Take thou what course thou wilt ! — How now, fel- 
low.^ 

Enter a Servant 

Serv. Sir, Octavius is already come to Rome. 

Ani. Where is he.> 

Serv. He and Lepidus are at Caesar's boose. 

(1) Greek coin. 
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Ant. And thither will I straight to visit him : 
He comes upon a wish. Fortune is merry, 
And in this mood will give us any thin?. 

ikrv. I heard him say, Brutus and Casans 
Are rid like madmen thtough the gates of Rome. 

Ant. Belike, thev had some notice c^tne people. 
How I had movM tnem. Bring me to Octavius. 

[Exeunt, 

SCKKE JlL-^The same, A street Enter 
Cinna, the Poet, 

Cin. I dreamt to-night, that I did feast with 
Caesar, 
And things unluckily charge my phantasy : 
I have no will to wander forth of doors, 
Yet s(Hnething leads me forth. 

Enter Citizens. 

1 Cit. What is your name f 

2 Cit. WTiither are you going? 

3 Cit. "Where do you dwell ? 

4 Cit. Are you a married man, or a bachelor f 

2 Cit, Answer every man directly. 

1 Cit. Ay, and briefly. 
4 Cit. Ay, and wisely. 

3 Cit. Ay, and truly, you were best- 

Ci7i. What is my name ? Whither am I going ? 
Where do I dwell ? Am I a married man, or a 
bachelor ? Then to answer every man directly, and 
briefly, wisely, and truly, Wisely I say, I am* a 
bachelor. 

2 Cit. That's as much as to say, they are fools that 
marry: — You'll \^ar me a bang for that, I fear. 
Proceed; directly. 

Cin. Directly, I am going to Caesar's funeral. 

1 Cit. As a friend, or an enemy .^ 
Cin. As a friend. 

2 Cit, That matter is answer'd directly. 

4 Cit. For your dwelling, — briefly. 
Cin. Briefly, I dwell by the Capitol. 
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3 Cii. Tour name, sir, traly. 
Cin. Trulji my name is Cinna. 

1 at. Tear him to pieces, he's a conspirator. 
Cin, I am Cinna the poet, I am Cinna the poet. 

4 at. Tear him for his bad verses, tear him for 
his bad verses. 

2 at It is no matter, his name*s Cinna ; pluck 
but his name out of his heart, and turn him going. 

3 at. Tear him, tear him. Come, brands, hoi 
fire-brands. TqBrutus', to Cassius' ; bum all. Some 
to Decius' house, and some to Casca's ; some to 
Ligarius* : — away; go. [Exeunt. 

ACT IV. 

SCEJV'E I. — The same. A room in Antony's 
house. Antony, Octavius, and Lepidus, seated 
at a table. 

Ant. These many then shall die ; their names 
are prick'd. 

Oct. Your brother too must die ; Consent you, 
Lepidus f 

Lep. I do consent. 

Oct. Prick' him down, Antony. 

Lep. Upon condition Publius shall not live, 
Who is your sister's son, Mark Anlony. 

Ant. He shall not live ; look, with a spot I damn^ 
him. 
But, Lepidus, go you to Caesar's house ; 
Fetch the will hither, and we will determfne 
How to cut off some chaise in legacies. 

Lep. What, shall I find you here f 

Oct. Or here, or at 

The Capitol. [Exit Lepidus. 

Ant. This is a slight unmeritablc man, 

(1) Set, mark. (2) Condemn. 
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Meet to be sent on errands : Is it fit, 

The three-fold world divided, he should stand 

One of the three to share it ? 

Oct. So you thought him ; 

And took his voice who should be prick'd to die, 
In our black sentence and proscription. 

Ant. Octavius, I have seen more days than you ; 
And though we lay these honours on this man, 
To ease ourselves of divers slanderous loads. 
He shall but bear them as the ass bears gold ; 
To groan and sweat under the business, 
Either led or driven, as we point the way ; 
And having brought our treasure where we will. 
Then take we down his load, and turn him ofl". 
Like to the empty ass, to shake his ears. 
And graze in commons. 

Oct. You may do your will ; 

But he*8 a tn'ed and valiant isoldier. 

Ant. So is my horse, Octavius ; and, for thai, 
I do appoint him store of provender. 
It is a creature that I teach to iight, 
To wind, to stop, to run directly on ; 
His corporal motion governM by my spirit 
And, in some taste, is Lepidus but so ; 
He must be taught, and train'd, and bid go forth : 
A barren-spirited fellow ; one that feeds 
On objects, arts, and imitations ; 
Which, out of use, and stalM by other men, 
Begin his fashion : Do not talk of him. 
But as a property. I And now, Octavius, 
Listen great things — Brutus and Cassius 
, Are levying pKJwers : we must straight make head: 
Therefore, let our alliance be combin'd. 
Our best friends made, and our best means stretch'd 

out ; 
And let us presently go sit in council. 
How covert matters may be best disclosed. 
And open perils surest answered. 

(1) As a thing at our disposal. 
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Oct. Let us do so; for we are at tfie stake, 
And bay'd' about with many enemies ; 
And some, that smile, have in their hearts, I fear, 
Millions of mischief. [Exeunt. 

SCEJSTE IL—Before Brutus's tent, in the camp 
near Sardis. Dntm. Enter Brutus, Lucilius, 
Lucius, and Soldiers: Titinius and Pindarus 
meeting them, 

Bru. Stand here. 

Luc. Give the word, ho ! and stand. 

Bru. What now, Lucilius ? is Cassius near .? 

Luc He is at hand ; and Pindarus is come 
To do you salutation from his master. 

[Pindarus gifoes a letter to Brutus. 

Bru. He greets me well. — Your master, Pin- 
darus, 

In his own change, or by ill oiBcers, 
Hath given me some worthy cause to widi 
Things done, undone : but, if he be at hand, 
I shall be satisfied. 

Pin. I do not doubt. 

But that my noble master will appear 
Such as he is, full of regard, and hcnonr. 

Bru. He is not doubted. — A word, Lucilius: 
How he received you, let me be resolved. 

Luc. With courtesy, and with respect enough ; 
But not with such familiar instances, 
Nor with such free and friendly confermce, 
As he hath usM of old. 

Bru. Thou hast describ'd 

A hot friend cooling : Ever note, Lucilius, 
When love begins to sicken and decay. 
It useth an enforced ceremony. 
There are no tricks in plain and simple faith : 
But hollow men, like horses hot at hand. 
Make gallant show and promise of their mettle : 
But when they should endure the bloody spur, 

(1) Surrounded, baited. 
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They Ml their crests, and, like decettfal jades, 
Sink in tiie trial. Comes his army on ? 

/Luc They mean this night in Sardis to be quar- 
ter'd; 
The greater part, the horse in general. 
Are come with Cassius. [March vnthin. 

Bru. Hark, be is arrived ;— 

March gently on to meet him. 

EnUr Cas«ius and Soldiers. 

Cos. Stand, ho! 

Bru, Stand, ho ! Speak the word along. 

Within. Stand. 

fVithin. Stand. 

Within. Stand. 

Ca^. Most noble brother, you have done me 
wrong. 

Bru. Judge me, you gods .' Wrong I mine eoe- 
mies? 
And, if not so, how should I wrong a brother f 

Cos. Brutus, this sober form of yours hides 
wrongs; 
And when you do than 

Bru. Cassius, be content, 

SpeUk your griefs^ softly, — I do know you well : — 
Before the eyes of both our armies here. 
Which should perceive nothing but love from us. 
Let us not wrangle : Bid them move away ; 
Then in my tent, Cassius, enkrge your griefs, 
'* nd I will give you audience. 

Cos. Pindams, 

Bid our commanders lead their charges off 
A little from this ground. 

Bru. Lucilius, do the Tike ; and let no man 
Come to our tent, till we have done our conference. 
Let Lucius and Titinius guard our door. 

[ExeunL 

(1) Grievances. 
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SCEjYE III.— Within the tent of Brutus. Lu- 
cius arul Titinius, at some distance from it. En- 
ter Brutus and Cassius. 

Cos. That you have wrongM rae, doth appear 
in this : 
You have condemnM and noted Lucius Pella, 
For taking bribes here of the Sardians ; 
Wherein, my letters, praying on his side, 
Because I knew the man, were slighted of. 

Bru, You wi-ong'd yourself, to write in such a 
case. 

Cos. In such a time as this, it is not meet 
That every nicei offence should bear his commenL 

Bru. Let me tell you, Cassius, you yourself 
Are much condemn'd to have an itching palm ; 
To sell and mart your offices for gold, 
To undeservers. 

Cas. I an itching palm ? 

You know, that you are Brutus that speak this, 
Or, by the gods, this speech were else your last. 

Bru. The name of Cassius honours this cor- 
ruption. 
And chastisement doth therefore hide his head. 

Cas. Chastisement! 

Bill. Remember March, the ides of March re- 
member ! 
Did not great Julius bleed for justice' sake? 
What villain touch'd his body, that did stab, 
And not for justice? What, shall one of us. 
That struck the foremost man of all this world, 
But for supporting robbers ; shall we now 
Contaminate our fingers with base bribes? 
And sell the mighty space of our large honours^ 
For so much trash, as may be grasped thus ? — 
I had rather be a dog, and bay^ the moon, 
Than such a Roman. 

Cas. Brutus, bay not me, 

(1) Trilling. (2) Bait, bark at 
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V\\ not endure it : rou forget yourself, 
To hedge nie in ;' 1 am a soldier, I, 
Older in practice, abler than yourself 
To make conditions.^ 

Sru. Go to ; you*re not, Cassius. 

Cos. I am. 

Bru. I say, you are not. 

Cos. Ui-ge me no more, I shall foi^et myself; 
Have mind upon your health, tempt me no further. 

Bru. Away, slight man ! 

Cas. Is't possible ? 

Bru. Hear me, fcr I will speak. 

Must I give way and room to your rash choler ? 
Shall I be frighted, when .1 madman stares ? 

Cas. O ye gods ! ye gods ! Must I endure all this? 

Bru. All this ? ay, more : Fret, till ^ our proud 
heart break ; 
Go, show your slaves how choleric you are, 
And make your bondmen ti-emble. Must I budge? 
Must I observe you ? Must I stand and crouch 
Under your testy humour ? By the gods. 
You shall digest the venom of your spleen, 
Though it do sf)lit you : for, fiom this day forth, 
I'll use you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter. 
When you are waspish. 

Cas. Is it come to this ? 

Bru. You say, you are a better soldier : 
Let it appear so; make your vaunting true. 
And it shall please me well : For mine own part, 
I shall be glad to learn of noble men. 

Cas. You wrong me every way, you wrong me, 
Brutus ; 
I said, an elder soldier, nota better : 
Did I say, better ? 

Brv. If you vlIJ, T care not. 

Cas. When Caesar liv'd, lie durst not thus hate 
movM me. 

(1) Limit my authority, 

(2) Terms, fit to confer the offices at my disposal 
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Bru. Peace, peace ; you durst not so have tempt- 
ed him. 

Cos. I durst not ? 

Bru. No. 

Cos. What? durst not tempt him f 

Bru. For your life you durst not 

Cos. Do not presume too much upon my love, 
1 may do that 1 shall be sorry for. 

Bru. You have done that you should be sorry for. 
There is no terror, Cassius, in your threats : 
For I am arrnM so strong in honesty, 
That they pass by me, as the idle wind. 
Which I respect not I did send to you 
For certain sums of gold, which you denied me; — 
For I can raise no money by vile means : 
By heaven, I had rather com my heart. 
And drop my blood for drachmas,^ than to wring 
From the hard hands of peasants their vile trash, 
B V any indirection. 1 did send 
1 o you for gold to pay my legions, 
Which you denied me : Was that done like Cassius? 
Should I have answered Caius Cassius so ? 
When Marcus Brutus grows so covetous, 
To lock such rascal counters from his friends. 
Be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts, 
Dash him to pieces ! 

Cos. I denied you not 

Bru. You did. 

Cos. I did not : — ^he was but a fool, ' 

That brought my answer back. — Brutus hath riv'd^ 

my heart : 
. . friend should bear his friend^s infirmities, 
Cut Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 

Bru. I do not, till you practise them on me. 

Cos. You love me not 

Bru. I do not like your faults. 

Cas. A friendly eye could never see such faults. 

Bru. A flatterer's would not, though they do 
appear 

(1) Coin. (2) Split 
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As huge as high Olympus. 

Cos. Come, Antony, and young Octavius, come. 
Revenge yourselves alone on CasMUS, 
For Cassius is aweary of the world : 
Hated by one he loves ; braved by bis brother ; 
CheckM like a bondman ; all his faults observ'd. 
Set in a note-book, leamM, and coon*d by rote, 
To cast into my teetli. O, I could weep 
My spirit from mine eyes ! — There is my dagger. 
And nere my naked breast ; within, a Mart 
Dearer than Plutus* mine, richer than i;old : 
If that thou be*st a Roman, take it form ; 
J, (hat denied thee gold, wiH give my heart : 
Strike, as thou didst at Caesar ; for, i know. 
When thou didst hate hira worst, thou lov*dst him 

better 
Than ever thou lov^dst Cassias. 

£ru. Sheath your dagger t 

Be angry when voo will, it shall have scope ; 
Do w^t you will, dishonour shall be humour. 
O Cassius, you &re yoked with a lamb 
That carries aiiger, as the flint bears fire ; 
Who, much enforced, shows a hasty spark. 
And straight is cdd again. 

Cos. . Hath Cassias liv'd 

To be but mirth and lauehter to his Brutus, 
When grief, and blood iU-tcmperM, vexeth him f 

Bru. When I spoke that, I was ill-temper*d toa 

Cos, Do you confess so much? Give me your 
hand. 

Bru, And mf heart too. 

Cos, O Brutus .'— 

Bru, What's the matter? 

Cos. Have you not love enough to bear with me. 
When that rash humour, which my mother gave me. 
Makes me forgetful ? . 

Bru, Yes, Cassius ; and, henceforth. 

When you are over-earnest with your Brutus, 
He'll think your mother chides, and leave you sa 
[JVbtre wiihin, 

VOL. VII. E 
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Poet. [ WaOivn,^ Let me go in to see the generals ; 
There is sonie grudge between them, 'tis not meet 
They be alone. 

Luc. \WHhin!\ You shall not come to them. 

Poet. [ \Vithin\ Nothing but death shall stay me. 

Knier Poet 

Cos. How now .' What's the matter ? 
Foti. For shame, you generals ; What do you 
mean.^ 
Love, and be friends, as two such men should be ; 
For I have seen more years, I am sure, than ye. 
Cos. Ha, ha ; how vilely doth this cynic rhyme ! 
Bra, Get you hence, sirrah ; saucy fellow, hence. 
Ckis. Bear with him, Brutus ; 'tis his fashion. 
Bru. I'll know his humour, when he knows his 
time: 
AVhat should the wars do with these jiggling fools? 
Compaaion,^ hence. 

Cos. Away, away ; begone. 

[ JEoti Poet. 

KnUr Lucilius and Titinius. 

Bru, Lucilius and Titinius, hid the ccMnmanders 
Prepare to lodge their companies to-night 

Oxs, And come yourselves, and bring Messala 
with you, 
Immediately to us. \Kxe. Lucilius and Titinius. 

Bru. Lucius, a bowl of wine. 

Cos. I did not think, you could have been so 
angry. 

Bru. O Cassius, T am sick of many griefs. 

Cos, 0( your philosophy you make no use, 
If vou give place to accidental evils. 

JBru, No man bears sorrow better: — Portia is 
dead. 

Cos. Ha ! Portia f 

Bru, She is dead. 

(1) FtUow. 
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Cos. How scapM I kilKng, when I crossM yoa 

90? — 

insupportable and touching kws ! — 
Up(m what sickness f 

Bru, Impatient of my absence ; 

And grief, that young Octavius with Mark Antony 
Have made themselves so strong ; — for with her 

death 
That tidings came ; — With this she fell distract. 
And, her attendants absent, swallow*d fire. 

Cos. And died so ? 

Bru. Even so. 

Cos. O ye immortal gods ! 

Enter Lucius, with wine and tapers. 
Bru. Speak no more oi her. — Give me a bowl 
of wine : — 
in this I bury all unkindness, Cassins. [Drinks. 
Cos. My heart is thirsty for that noble pledge : — 
Fill, Lucius, till the wine o'erswell the cun ; 

1 cannot drink too much of Brutus' love. [Drinks. 

^ Re-enter Titinius, with Messala. 

Bru. Come in, Titinius : — Welcome, good Mes- 
sala.— - 
Now sit we close about this taper here, 
And call in question our necessities. 

Cos. Portia, art thou gone ? 

Brv. No more, I pray you. — 

Messala, I have here received letters, 
That young Octavius, and Mark Antony, 
Come down upon us with a mighty power,^ 
Bending their expedition towaros Philippi. 

Mes. Myself have letters of the self-same tenor. 

Bru. With what addition ? 

Mes. That by proscription, and bills of outlawry, 
Octavius, Antony, and Lepidus, 
Have put to death a hundred senators. 

(1) Force. 
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Bru, Therein our letters do not well agree ; 
Mine speak of seventy senators, that died 
By their proscriptions, Cicero being one. 

Cos. Cicero one? 

Mes. Aj, Cicero is dead, 

And by that order of prostcription. 

Had you your letters from your wifs, my lord ? 

Bru, No, Messala. 

Jtfef. Nor nothine: in your letters writ of her ? 

Bru, Nothing, Messala. 

Mts, That, methinks, is strange. 

Bru, Why ask you ? Hear you aught of her in 
Yours? 

Mes. No, my lord. 

Bru, Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true. 

Mes. Then like a Roman bear the truth I tell . 
For certain she is dead, and by stran&;e manner. 

Bru. Why, farewell, Portia. — Vie must die, 
M^sala: 
With meditating that she must die once,i 
I have the patience to endure it now. 

Mes. Even so great men great losses should en- 
dure. 

Cos. I have as much of this in art^ as you, 
Bjit yet my nature could not bear, it so. 
^' Bru, Well, to our work alive. What do you 
think 
Of marching to PhilippI presently ? 

Cos. I do not think it good. 

Bru. Your reason ? 

Cos. 'This it is: 

»Tis better, that the enemy seek us : 
So diall he waste his means, weary his soldiers, 
Doing himself offence ; whiUt we, lying still, 
Are full of rest, defence, and ninibleness. 

Bru. Good reasons must, of force, give place to 
better. 
The people, Hwixt Philippi and this ground, 

(1) At some time. (2) Theoiy. 
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Do stand but in a ibrcM affection; 

For they have gradgM us contribution : 

The enemy, inarching along by them, 

By them shall make a fuller number up. 

Come on refreshed, new-added, and encouraged ; 

From which advantage shall we cut him off, 

If at Philippi we do race him there, 

These people at our back. 

/ Cos, Hear me, good brother 

BrtL Under your pardon. — You must note \» 
side. 
That we have tryM the utmost of our friends. 
Our l^ons are brim-full, our cause is ripe : 
The enemy increaseth evenr day. 
We, at the height, are ready to decline. 
There is a tide in the aflairs of men. 
Which, taken at the flood, leads on to ibrtone ; 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life 
Is bound in shallows, and ai miseries. 
On such a full sea are we now afloat ; 
And we most take theou^rent when it serves. 
Or lose our ventnre^i^ 

Cos. ' Then, with your will, go on ; 

We*ll along ourselves, and meet them at Philippi. 

Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our talk, 
And nature must obey necessity ; 
Which we will niggard with a little rest 
There is no more to say ? 

Cos, No more. Good night ; 

Early to-morrow will we rise, and hence. 

Bru. Lucius, my gown. [Elxit Lucius.] Farewell, 
good Messala ; — 
Good n%ht, Titinius:— Noble, noWe Cassius, 
Good night, and good repose. 

Cos. O mj dear brother .' 

This was an ill beginning of the night : 
Never come such mvision 'tween our souls ! 
Let it not,' Brutus. 

Bru. Every thing is well. 

Cos. Good night, my ford. 
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Bru. Good night, good brother. 

Tit. Mes. Good night, lord Brutus. 
J5ni. FareweH, evcir one. 

[Exeimt Cas. Tit tmd Mas. 

Re-enter Lucius, with the gown. 

Give nie the gown/ Where is thy instrument? 

Luc. Here in the tent 

Bru. What, thou speak*st drowsily r 

Boor knave,! blame thee not; thwi art o'er-watch*d. 
^Rall Claudius, and some other of my men ; 
ni have them sleep on cushions in my tent. 

Luc. Varro, and Claudius ! 

Enter Varro and Claudius. 

Var. Calls my lord? 

Bru. I pray you, sirs, lie in my tent, and sleep; 
It may be, I shall raise you by and by 
On business to my brother Cassius. 

F'ar. So please you, we will stand, and watch 
your pleasure. 

Bru. 1 will not have it so : lie down, good sirs ; 
^may be, I shall otherwise bethink me. 
!oo!i, Lucius, liere^s the book I sou^t for so ; 
I put it in the pocket of my gown. 

[Servants lie doum. 

Luc. I was sure, your lordship did not give it me. 

Bru. Bear with me, good boy, I am much 
foi^etful. 
Canst thou hold up thy heavy eyes a while. 
And touch thy instrument a strain or two ? 

Luc. Ay, my lord, an it please you. 

Bru. It does, ray boy 

I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 

Luc. It is my duty, sir. 

Bru. I should not urge Ihv duty past thy might , 
I know, young bloods look for a time of rest 

Luc. I have slept, my lord, already. 

Bru. It is welhdone ; and thou shalt sleep again , 
I will not hold thee long : if I do live. 
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I will be good to thee. [Music, and a song. 

This \s a sleepy time : — O roard*rous slumber! 
Lay*8t thou thy leaden mace' upoa my boy, 
That plays thee music f— Gentle knave, good night; 
I will not do thee so much vnrone to wake thee. 
Ff thou dost nod, thou br»Jc*8t ttty instrument ; 
I'll take it from thee; and, good boy, good night 
Let me see, let me see ;— Is not the leaf tum'J 

down. 
Where I left reading ? Here it is, I tliink. 

[He nti down. 

Enter the Ghost of Csesar. 
How ill this taper bums ! — Ha ! who comes here .' 
I think, it is the weakness of mine eyes. 
That shapes this monstrous apparition. 
It comes upon me : — Art thou any thing ? 
Art thou some god, some angel, or some devil, 
That mak'st my blood cold, and my hair io stare .' 
Speak to me, what thou art 

Ghoit. Thy evil spirit, Brutus. 

Bru. Why com*st thoo • 

Ghost To tell thee, thou shalt see nic ut Fbilippi 

Bru. Well; 
Theji I shall see thee again } 

Ghost. Ay, at Philippl. 

[Ghost vanishes. 

Bru. Why, I will see thee at Philippi then. — 
Now I have taken heart, thou vanishest : 
111 spirit, I would hold more talk with thee. — 
Boy ! Lucius ! — Varro ! C'^udius ! sirs, awake !— 
Claudius ! 

Luc. The string), my lord, am false. 

Bru. He thinks, he still k at his instrument- 
Lucius, awake. 

Luc. Mj lord ! 

JBrtt. Didst thou dream, Lucius, that thou ss 
cry*dst out ? 

(1) Sceptre. 
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Jmc. My lord, I do uot know that I did crj. 

Bru. Yes, that thou didst : Didst thou see any 
thin^? 

Laic. Nothing, my lord. 

Bru. Sleep againi Lucius. — Sirrah, Claudius \ 
Fellow thou ! awake. 

Var, M/lord. 

Oau. My lord. 

Bru, Why did vou so ciy out, sirs, in your sleep ? 

Var, Oau, Did we, my lord? 

Bru. Ky. Saw you any thing ? 

Var. No, my lord, I saw nothing. 

Clau, rfor I, my lord. 

Bru, Go, and commend roe to my brother 
Cassius; 
Bid him set on his powers betimes before, 
And we will follow. 

Var. Clau. It shall be done, mv lord. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT V. 

SCEU^E I.— The plains of Philippi. Enter Oo- 
tavius, Antony, and their army. 

Od. Now, Antony, our hopes are ons^vered : 
Tou saici, the enemy would not come down. 
But keep the hills and upper r^ons; 
It proves not so : their battles are at hand ; 
They mean to wamJ us at FhiliMX here. 
Answering before we do demana of them. 

Ant Tut, I am in their bosoms, and I know 
Wherefore they do it : they could be content 
To visit other places ; and crane down 
With fearful bravery, thinking, by this face. 
To fasten in our thoughts that they have courage ; 
But *tis not so. 

(1) Summon. 
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Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Prepare you, generals : 

The enemy ccmies on in gallant show ; 
Their bloody sign of battle is hoi^ out. 
And something to be done immediately. 

^ni. Octavius, lead your battle softly on, 
Uo(ni the left hand of the even field. 

Oct, Up<m the right band I, keep thou the left. 

Ant, Why do you cross me in tnis exigent? 

Oct I do not cross you ; but I will do so. 

[March. 

Drum, Enter Brutus, Cassius, and their army, 
Lucilius, Titinius, Messala, and others, 

Bru, They stand, and would have parley. 

Cos. Stand fast, Titinius: We must out and talk. 

Oct. Mark Antony, shall we give sign of battle i 

Ant. No,Csesar, we will answer on their chaive. 
Make forth, the generals would have some woras. 

Oct. Stir not until the signal. 

Bru, Words before blows: Isit8o,counti7men.' 

Oct. Not that we love words better, as you do. 

Bru, Good.wcHxls are better than bad strokes, 
Octavius. 

Ant. In your bad strokes, Brutus, you give good 
words: 
Witness the hole you made in C»sar*8 heart. 
Crying, Long live! hail, Cassar! 

Cos. Antony, 

The posture of your blows are yet unknown ; 
But for your wwds, they rob the Hybla bees. 
And leave themhoneyless. 

Ant. Not stingless toa 

Bru. O, yes, and soundless too ; 
For you have stoPn their buzzing, Antony, 
And, very wisely, threat before you sting. 

Ant. Villains, you did not so, when your vile 
daggers 
HackM one another in the sides of Csesar : 
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Yod sbotvM yoiir teeth like apes, and fawnM like 

hounds, 
And bow*d like bondmen, kissing Caesar's kei ; 
Whilst damned Casca, like a cur, behind, 
Struck Caesar on the neck. O flatterers ! 

Cos. Flatterers ! — Now, Brutus, thank yourself: 
This tongue had not offended so to-day, 
If Cassius might have rul'd. 
Oct. Come, come, the cause : If arguing make 
us sweat. 
The proof of it will turn* to redder drops. 
Look; 

I draw a sword a^nst conspirators ; 
When think you &at the sword goes up again.'— 
Never, till Caesar's three and t«venly wounds 
Be well avengM ; or till another Caesar 
Have added slaughter to the sword of traitors. 
Bru. Caesar, thou canst not die by traitors. 
Unless thou bring'st them with thee. 

Oct. So I hope ; 

[ was not bom to die on Brutus* sword. 

Bru. O, if thou wert the noblest of thy strain. 
Young man, thou couldst not die more honourable. 
Cos. A peevish schoolboy, worthless of such 
honour, 
Join'd with a masker and a reveller. 
Ant. Old Cassius still ! 

Oct Come, Antony : away.- 

Defiance, traitors, hurll we in your teeth : 
If you dare fight to-day, come to the field ; 
If not, when you have stomachs. 

[Exeunt Octavius, Antony, and their army. 
Cos. Why now, blow, wind ; swell, billow; and 
swim, bark ! 
^^y^be storm is up, and all is on the hazard. 
^^"jBru. Ho! 

Lucilius ; hark, a word with you. 
Luc. My lord. 

[Brutus and Lucilius converse apart 

(1) Throw. 
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Cos. Messala, — 

Mes, What says my general ? 

Cos. Messala, 

This is my birth-day; as this very day 
Was Cassius bom. Give me thy hand, Messala 
Be thou my witness, that, against my will, 
As Pompey was, am I compelPd to set 
Upcxi one battle all our liberties. 
You know, that I held Epicurus strong. 
And his opinion : now I change my mind. 
And partly credit things that do presage. 
Coming (rem Sardis, on our forraerl ensign 
Two mighty eagles fell, and there they perch'd. 
Gorging and feed'mg from our soldiers* bands ; 
Who to Philippi here consorted^ us. 
This morning are they fled away, and gone; 
And in their steads, do ravens, crows, and kites. 
Fly o*er our heads, and downward look on us. 
As we were sickly prey ; their shadows seem 
A canopy most fatal, under which 
Our army lies, ready to give up the ghost 

Mes, iBelieve not sa 

Cm. I but believe it partly ; 

For I am fre^ of spirit, and resolvM 
To meet all perib very c(Histantly. 

Bru, Even so, Lucilius. 

Cm. Now, most noWe Brutus, 

The gods to-day stand friendly ; that we may. 
Lovers in peace, lead on our days to age ! 
But, since the affaifs of men rest still uncertain, 
fect^s reason with the worst that may beiall. 
If we do lose this battle, then is this 
The very last time we shall speak t(^ther : 
What are you then determined to do? 

Bru. Even by the rule of that philosophy. 
By which I did blame Cato for the death 
Which he did give himself: — I know not how, 
But I do find it cowardly and vile, 

(1) Foremost (2) Accompanied. 
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For fear of what might fall, so to prevent 
The time of life : — arming myself with patience, 
To stay the providence of some high powers, 
That govern us below. 

Cu. Then, if we lose this battle, 

Yaa arc contented to be led in triaroph 
Thorough the streets of Rome ? 

Bru. No, Cassius, no: think not, thou noble 
Roman, 
That ever Brutus will ^ bound to Rome ; 
He bears too great a mind. But this same day 
Must end that work, the ides of March b^un ; 
And whether we shall meet again, I know not 
Therefore our everlastinj^ farewell take : 
For ever, and for ever, farewell, Cassius ! 
If we do meet again, why we shall smile ; 
l{ not, why then this parting was well made. 

Cas. For ever, and for ever, farewell, Brutus! 
If we do meet again, we^U smile indeed ; 
If not, *tis true, this parting was well made. 

Bru. Why then, lead on. — O, that a man might 
know 
The end of this day*s business, ere it come ! 
Rut it sufficeth, that the day will end, 
And then the end is known. — Come, ho ! away ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJVE IL^The same. Thejield of battle. 
Alarum. Enter Brutus and Messala. 

Bru. Ride, ride, Messala, ride, and give these 
billsi 
Unto the legions on the other side : 

[Loud alanan. 
Let them set on at once; for I perceive 
But cold demeanour in Octavius* wing. 
And sudden push gives them the overthrow. 
Ride, ride, Messala : let them all come down. 

[Exeuni^ 



(1) Directions for the officers. 
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SCEJfE III— The same. Another pari of thi 
Jield. Alarum, Enter Cassius and Titiniut. 

Cbf. O, look, Titkiias, look, the vilUins fly ! 
Myself have to mme own turn*d enenij : 
• This ensign here of mine was turninf^ back ; 
I slew the coward, and did take it from him. 

TiL O Cassios, Bratos gave the word too early ; 
Who having some advantage on Octavios, 
Took it too eagerly ; his soldiers fell to spoil. 
Whilst we by Antony are all enclosed. 

£yi(er Flndams. 

Pin. Fly further ofli; my lord, fly further off; 
Marie Antony is in your tents, my lord ! 
Fly therefore, noble Cassius, fly far off 

Cos, This hill is far enough. Look, look, Titi- 
nius; 
Are those my tents, where I perceive the fire? 

Tit. Tliey are, my lord. 

Cos. Titinius, if thoo lov*st me. 

Mount thou my horse, and hide thy spurs in him. 
Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops. 
And here again: that I may rest assur'd. 
Whether yond' troops are mend or enemy. 

Tit. I will be here again, even with a thought 

Cm. Go, Pindanis, get higher on that hill ; 
My sight was ever thick ; regard Titinius, 
And tell me what thou not^st about the field. — 

[Exit Pindania 
This day I breathed first : time is come round. 
And where I did begin, there I shall end ; 
My life is run his compass. — Sirrah, what news? 

Pin. [Above.] O my lord! 

Cos. What news ? 

Pin. Titinius is 
Enclosed round about with horsemen, that • 
Make to him on the spur ; — yet he ^pars on. — 
Now they are almost on him ; now, Titinius ! — 
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Now some Might : — O, he 'lights too : — he's ta'en ;— 
and, hark ! [SkouL 

They shout for joy. 

Cos. Come down, behold no more.— 

O, coward, that I am, to live 9o long, 
To see my best friend ta'cn before my face! 

Enter PIndarus. 

Come hither, sirrah : 

In Parthia did I take thee prisoner : 

And then I swore thee, saving of thy life, 

That whatsoever I did bid thee do. 

Thou should'st attempt it. Come now, keep thine 

oath: 
Now be a freeman ; and, with this good sword, 
That ran through Caesar's bowels, search this bosom. 
Stand not to answer : Here, take thou the hilts ; 
And, when my face is cover'd, as 'tis now. 
Guide thou the sword. — Caesar, thou art reveng'd, 
Even with the sword that kill'd thee. [Dies. 

Pin. So, I am free ; yet would not so have been, 
Durst I have done my will. O Cassius ! 
Far from this country Pindarus shall run, 
Where never Roman shall take note of him. [Ex. 

Re-enter Titlnius with Messala. 

Mes. It is but change, Titinius ; for Octavius 
(s overthrown by noble Brutus' power, 
As Cassius' legions are by Antony. 

Tit These tidings will well comfort Cassius. 

Mes. Where did you leave him ? 

Tit All disconsolate, 

With Pindarus his bondman, on this hill. 

Mes. Is not that he, that lies upon the ground f 

Tit He lies not like the living. O my heart ! 

Mes. Is not that he ? 

Tit. No, this was he, Messala, 

But Cassius is no more. — O setting sun ! 
As in thy red rays thou dost sink to night, 
So in his red blood Cassius' day is set ; 
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The son of Rome U set ! Our day is gone ; 
C]oQcU, dews, and dangers come ; our deeds are 

done! 
Mistrust of my si^ccess hath done this deed. 

Mes. Mistrust of good success bath done this 
deed. 
O hateful error, melancholy's child ! 
Why dost thou show to tlie apt thoughts of men, 
The things that are not ? O error, soon conceiv'd. 
Thou never com'st unto a happy birth, 
But kill'st the mother that engeoder'd thee. 

Tit. What, Pindarus ! Where art thou, Findarus? 

Mes. Ssek him, Titinius : whilst I go to meet 
The noble Brutus, thrusting this report 
Into his ears : I may say, mrusting it ; 
For piercing steel, and darts envenomed. 
Shall be as welcome to the ears of Brutus, 
As tidings <^ this si^t 

Tit. Hie you, Messala, 

And I will seek for Pindarus the while. [Ex. Met. 
Why didst thou send me forth, brave Cassius ? 
Did I not meet thy friends ? and did not they 
Put on my brows this wreath of victory. 
And bid me givoU thee? Didst thou not hear their 

shouts? 
Alas, thou hast misconstrued every thing. 
But hold thee, take this garland on thy brow ; 
Thy Brutus bid me give it thee, and I 
Will do his bidding. — Brutus, come apace, 
And see how 1 r^arded Caius Cassius. — 
By your leave, g(ws : — This is a Roman's part : 
Come, Cassius' sword, and find Titinius' heart. 
r^ [Dies. 

Alarum. Re-enter Messala, with Brutus, young 
Cato, Strato, Volumnius, and Lucilius. 

Bru. Where, where, Messala, doth his body lie ? 
Mes. Lo, yonder ; and Titinius mourning it 
JBru, Titinius' face is upward. 
CkUo, He is slain. 
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Bru. O Julius Caesar, thou art mighty yet ! 
Thy spirit walks abroad, and turns our swords 
In our own proper entrails. [Low alarums, 

Cato. Brave Titinius ! 

Look, whe*r he have not crownM deaci Cassius ! 

Bru. Are yet two Romans living such as these? — 
The last of all the Romans, fare thee well ! 
It is impossible, that ever Rome 
Should breed thy fellow. — Frlen4?,Io%ve more (ears 
To this dead man, than you shall see me pay. — 
^ishaU find time, Cassius, I shall find time. — 
Come, Lierefore, and to Thassos send his body ; 
His funeral shall not be in our camp, 
Lest it discomfort us. — Lucilius, come ; — 
And come, younjj Cato ; let us to the field. — 
Labeo, and Flavms, set our battles on: — 
'Tis three o'clock ; and, Romans, vet ere night 
We shall try furiune in a second fight [Exeunt, 

SCEJ^^E IF.^ Another pari of the JieUl Alar- 
um. Enter fighting ^ Soldiers rf both armies ,• 
then Brutus, Cato, Lucilius, and others. 

Bru. Yet, countrymen, O, yet hold up your 

heads ! 
Caio. What bastard doth not ? Who will go with 
me? 
I will p'oclaim my name about the field : — 
I am t!ic son of Marcus Cato, ho! 
A foe to tyrants, and my country's friend ; 
I am tin: son of Marcus Cato, ho! 

[Charges the enemy, 
Bru And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I ; 
Brutus, my country's friend ; know me for Brutus. 
[Exit J charging the enemy. Cato t5 over" 
powered, and falls. 
Luc. O young and noble Cato, art thou down ? 
Whv, now thou diest as bravely as Titinius ; 
And roay'st be honoured, being Cato's son. 
1 Sold. Yield, or thou diest. 
Imc, Only I yield to die i 
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There is so much that thoa wilt kill roe strati^t ; 

[Offering money. 
Kill Bnitus, and be hoooarM in his death. 

1 Sold, \Ve must not — A noble prisooer ! 

2 Sold. Room, bo ! Tell Aoton^r, Brutus is to*en. 
1 Sold. I'll tell the Mew«.~Uere comes the fgok- 

eral: — 

Enter Antony. 

Brutus is ta*en, Brutus is ta*en, my lord. 

Ant, Where U he? 

Imc Safe, Antonv ; Brutus is safe eiVN^ : 
1 dare assure thee, that no enony 
Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus : 
The gods defend hira from so great a tthame I 
When you do find him, or ali?e, or dead. 
He will be found like Brutus, like himself. 

Ant, This is not Brutus, friend; but, I assure 
you, 
A prize no less in worth : keep this man safe. 
Give him all kindness : I had rather have 
Such men my friends, than enemies. Go on. 
And see wheV Brutus be alive, or dead : 
And bring us word, unto Octavius' lent. 
How every thing is chanc'd. [ExewU, 

SCBU^E v.— Another pari of the JieU. Enter 

Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato, and Yoluro- 

nius. 

Bra. Come, poor remains of friends, rest on this 
rock. 

CIL Statiliu8show*d the torch-light; but, my lord. 
He came not back ; he is or ta*en, or slain. 

£ru. Sit thee down, Clitus : Slaying is the word ; 
It is a deed in fashion. Hark thee, Clitus. — 

[Whispering, 

CU. What, I,my lord.' No, not for all the world. 

JSrti. Peace tl^n, no won^ 

(1) Whether. 
VOL. VIL F 
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CIL V\\ rather kill mjself. 

Bnu Hark thee, Dardanius ! [JVhispers him. 

Dar, I do tuch a deed ? 

Cli. O, Dardanius ! 

Dar. 0,Clitus! 

CU. What ill request did Brutus make to thee? 

Dar» To kill him, CUtus : Look, he meditates. 

CU. Now is that noble vessel full of grief, 
TJat it runs over even at his cyes- 
^'^Bru. Come hither, good Volumnius: list a word. 

Vol. What says my lord ? 

Bru. Why, this, Volumnius. 

The ghost c( Caesar hath appeared to me 
Two several times by night: at Sardis, once ; 
And, this last night, here in Philippi* fields. 
I know, my hour is come. 

Vol. Not so, mj lord. 

Bru. Nay, I am sure it is, Volumnius. 
Thou see'st the world, Volumnius, how it goes ; 
Our enemies have beat us to the pit : 
It is more worthy to leap in ourselves, 
Than tarry till they push us. Good Volunmiiis, 
Thou know^st, that we two went to school together ; 
Even for that our love of old, I pray thee. 
Hold thou my sword' hilts, whilst I run on it 

Vol. That's not an c^ike for a friend, my lord. 
[Alarum stilL 

Cli. Fly, fly, mr lord ; there is no tarrying here. 

Bru. \ arewell to you ; — and you ; — ana you, 
V(Jumnius. — 
Strato, thou hast been all this while asleep ; 
Farewell to thee too, Strato. — Countrymen, 
Mv heart doth joy, that yet, in all my life, 
I found no man, but he was true to me. 
I shall have glory by tLis losing day. 
More than Ckitavius, and Mark Antony, 
By this vile conquest shall attain unto. 
So, fare you well at once ; for Brutus' tongue 
Hath almost ended his life's history : 
Night hangs upon mine eyes; my bones would rest^ 
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Tliat have but laboured to attain this hour. 

[JiUurum. Cry vnthin. Fly, flj, fly. 
CIL Fly, my lord, fly. 

Bru. Hence ; I will M\ovr thee. 

[Exeuni Clitus, Dardanius, and Volumoiut. 
I pr'ythce, Strato, stay Ihou by thy lord : 
Thou art a fellow of a good respect ; 
Thy life hath had 8on:3 smatch of hoooar in it : 
Hold then my sword, and turn away thy fece. 
While I do ron upon it Wilt thou, Strato ? 
Stra, Give me your hand first : Fare you weU, 

my lord. 
Bi-u. Farewell, good Strata— Caesar, now be 
still : 
I kiird not thee with half so good a will. 

[He rune on hit sword, and dit$» 

Alarum. Retreat. Un/w Octavius, Antony, Mc»- 
sala, Lucilius, and their Army. 

Oct. What man is that.? 

Mes. My master's man.— Strato, where is thy 
master ? 

Stra. Free from the bondage you are in,Mes8ala; 
The conquerors can but make a fire of him ; 
For Brutus only overcame himself, 
And no man else hath honour by his death. 

Luc. So Brutus should be found.— I thank thee, 
Brutus, 
TTiat thou hast proved Lucilius' saying true. 

Oct. All that servM Brutus, I will entertain^ them. 
Fellow, wilt thou bestow thy time with noe .' 

Stra. Ajy if Messala will prefer^ me to you. 

Oct. Do so, Messala. 

JIfes. How died my master, Strato f 

Stra. I held the sword, and he did run on it 

Mes. Octavius, then take him to follow thee. 
That did the latest service to my master. 

Ant. This was the noblest Roman of them all • 

(1) Receiye into my service. (2) Recommend. 
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JULIUS C-ESAR. 



Actr, 



All the conspirators, save only he, 

Did that they did m envy of great Caesar ; 

He, only, in a general honest thought. 

And conunon good to all, made one of thein. 

His life was gentle ; and the elements 

So mix'd in him, that Nature might stand up, 

And say to all the world. This was a man! 

Oct. According to his virtue let us use him. 
With all respect and rites of burial. 
Within my tent his bones to-night shall lie. 
Most like a soldier, ordered honourably. — 
So, call the field to rest : and let's away. 
To part the gloiies of thb happy day. [Exeunt, 



Of this tragedy many particular passages deserve 
regard, and the contention and reconcilement of 
Brutus and Caasius is universally celebrated ; bat 
i have never been strongly agitated in perusing it, 
and think it somewhat cold and unaffecting, com- 
pared with some other of Shakspeare's plays : his 
adherence to the real story, and to the Roman man- 
ners, seems to have impeded the natural vigour of 

•^S^"" JOHNSON. 
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Octavius Csesar, > triumvirs. 

M. JEinil. Lepidus, ) 

Sextus P(nnpeius. 

Domitius Enobarbus, ' 

Ventidius, 



► friends of Antony. 
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,► friends of Pompey 



Eros, 

Scarus, 

Dercetas, 

Demetrius, 

Philo, 

Maecenas; 

Dolabella, 

Procoleius, 

Thvreus, 

Gallos, 

Menas, 

Menecrates, 

Varrins, 

Taurus, Ueutmant-general to Qesar. 

Canidius, lieutenant-general to Antony. 

Silius, an officer in Ventidius's army. 

Euphronius, an ambassador from Antony to Qesar, 

Alexas, Mardian, Seleucus, and Dioinedcs ; attend- 

ants on Cleopatra. 
A Soothsayer. A Clown. 

Cleopatra, queen of Egypt. 

Octavia, sister to Qesar, and wife to Antony, 

Charmian, ) attendants on Cleopatra. 

Officers, Soldiers, Messengers, and other Attend- 
ants. 

Setae, dispersed, in several parts qf the Roman 
empire. 
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ACT I. 

SCEU^TE i.— Alcxaodria. A room in Cleopatra* 
paliue. Enter Demetrius and Fliilo. 

Phih. 

Nay, but this dotage of our ^nerBl% 
0*er6ows the measure : those his goodly ej'es, 
That o'er the files and musters of the war 
Hare gIow*d like plated Mars, now bend, now turn 
The office and devotion of their view 
Upon a tawny front : his captain's heart. 
Which in the scuffles of great fights hath barst 
The buckles on his breast, reneges^ all temper ; 
And is become the bellows, and the fan. 
To cool a gipsy's lust Look, where they come ! 

Flourish. Enter Antony and Cleopatra, xoith theit 
trains ; Eunuchs /anning her. 

Take but good note, and you shall see in him 
The triple pillar of the world transform'd 
Into a struni|iet*s fool : behold and see. 

Geo. If it be love indeed, tell me how much. 
Ant. There's beggary in the love that can \x 

reckon'd. 
deo. I'll set a boum2 how far to be belov'd. 
Ant. Then must thou needs find out nem^ieaven, 
new earth. 

(1) Renounces. (2) Bound or limit, 
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Enter an Attendant. 

Att. News, my good lord, from Rome. 

Ant. Grates^ me : — The sum.— 

Cleo. Nay, hear them, Antony : 
Fulvia, perchance, is angry ; Or, who knows 
If the scarce-bearded Caesar have no(> sent 
His powerful mandate to you. Do thisy or this ; 
Take irfi thai kingdom^ md enfrcmchise that,- 
Perjbrm^tf or else we damn thee. 

Ant. How, ipj love I 

Cleo. Perchance, — nay, and most like. 
You must not stay here longer, your dismission 
Is come from Csesar ; therefore hear it, Antony.^ 
Where's Fulvia's process? ^ Caesar's, I would say ?— 

Both?— 
Call in the messengers. — As I am Egypt's queen, 
Thou blushest, Antony ; and that blood of thine 
Is Caesar's homager : else so thy cheek pays shame. 
When shrill-toogu'd Fulvia scolds — The messen- 
gers. 

Ant. LetRome in Tyber melt ! and the wide arcb 
or the rang'd empire fall ! Here is^ my space ; 
Kingdoms are clay : our duney earth alike 
Feeds beast as man : the nobleness o( life 
Is, to do thus ; wt^a such a mutual pair, 

[Embracing. 
And such a twain can do't, in which, I bind 
On pain of punishment, the world toweet,^ 
We stand up peerless. 

Cleo. Excellent falsehood! 

Why did be many Fulvia, and not love her? — 
I'll seem the fool I am not ; Antony 
Will be himself 

Ant But stirr'd bv Cleopatra.— 

Now, for the love of Love, and her soft hours, 
Let's Bot confound^ the time with conference harsh . 

(1) Offends. (2) Subdue, conquer. 

(3) Summons. (4) Know. (5) Consume. 
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There*t not a minute of our lives should stretch 
Without some pleasure now : What sport to-night ? 

Cleo. Hear the nmhnwadori. 

Ant, Fie, irranglin? queen ! 

Whcmi eTeiy thing becomes, to chide, to laugh. 
To weep ; whose eveiy passioa iiiily strives 
To make itself, in thee, mir and adinir'd ! 
No messenger ; but thhie and all alone. 
To-night, weHl wander through the streets, and note 
The ^lalities of people. C^ne, my queen ; 
Last night TOO did desire it :— Speak not to us. 

\ Exeunt Ant and Clea with their tmin. 

Detn, Is Csesar with Antonius prixM so slight ? 

Phi, Sir, sometimes, when he is not Antony, 
He comes too short of that ereat pr(^)erty 
Which still should go with Antony. 

Ikm, I*m full Sony, 

That he approves the common Iiar,i who 
Thus speaks of him at Rome : But I will hope 
Of better deeds to-morrow. Rest you happy I 

lKxe%tnL 
SCEJ^E II.— The same. Another room. Enter 
Charmian, Iras, Alexas, and a Soothsayer. 

Char, Lord Alexas, sweet Alexas, most any 
thing Alexas, almost most absolute Alexas, whereat 
the soothsayer that you praised so to the queen ? 0» 
that I knew this husband, which, you say, must 
change his horns with garlands ! 

AUx. Soothsayer. 

Sooth. Your will .^ 

Char, Is this the man ? — Is't you, sir, that know 
things.' 

Sooth. In nature's infinite hock of secrecy, 
A little I can read. 

Alex, Show him your hand. 

Enter Enobarbus. 
Eno. Bring in th6 banquet quickly ; wine enough, 
(l)Fame. 



J 
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Cleopatra's health to drink. 

Oiar. Good sir, give me good fortune. 

Sooth. I make not, bat foresee. 

Otar. Pray then, foresee me one. 

Sooth. You shall be yet far fairer than you are. 

Char. He means, in flesh. 

Iras. No, you shall paint when you are old. 

Char. Wrinkles forbid! 

Alex. Vex not his prescience ; be attentive. 

Char. Hush! 

Sootli. You riiatl be more beloving, than beloved. 

Char. I had rather heat my liver with drinking. 

AUx. Nay, hear him. 

Char. Good now, some excellent fortune ! Let 
me be married to three kings in a forenoon, and 
widow them all : let me have a child at fiflv, to 
whom Herod of Jewry may do homage : fin J me 
to marry me with Octavius Caesar, and companion 
me with my mistress. 

Sooth. You shall outlive the lady whom yon serve. 

Char. O excellent! I love long life better than figs. 

Sooth. You have seen and proved a fairer former 
fortune 
Than that which is to approach. 

Char. Then, belike, my children shall have no 
names A Pr'ythee, how many boys and wenches 
must I have ? 

Sooth. If every of your wi^es had a womb. 
And fcrtife every wish, a million. 

Char. Out, fool ! I forgive thee for a witch. 

Alex. You think^ none but your sheets are pri\y 
to your wishes. 

Char. Nay, come, tell Tras hers. 

Alex. We'll know all our fortunes. 

Eno. Mine, and most of our fortunes, to-night, 
shall be— drunk to bed. 

Iras. There's a palm presages chastity, if noth- 
ing else. 

(1) Shall be bastards. 



J 
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Ouur. Even as the o*erflowiiig Nilus pfesagetli 
fimoine. 

Iras. Go, you wild bedfellow, you cannot sooth- 
say. , 

Char, Nay, if an oily palm be not a fruitful prog- 
nostication, I cannot scratch mine ear. — Pr'ytbee, 
tell her but a worky-day fortune. 

Sooih. Your fortunes are alike. 

Iras. But how, but bow? give me particulars. 

Sooth, I have said. 

Iras. Am I not an inch c^ fortune better than she f 

Char, Well, if you were but an inch of fortune 
better than I, where would you choose it ? 

Iras. Not in my husband's nose. 

Char. Our worser thoc^hts heavens mend ! A- 
lexas,— come, his fortune, his fortune. — O, let him 
marry a w(nnan that cannot go, SHcet Isis, I be- 
seech thee ! And let her die too, and give him a 
worse .' and let worse follow worse, till the wor^t 
of all follow him laughing to his ^ve, fifty-foltl a 
cuckold ! Good Isis,i hear mc this prayer, though 
tlxMi deny me a matter of more weight ; good I.his, 
I beseech thee! 

Iras. Amen. Dear goddess, hear that prayer of 
the people ! for, as it is a heart-breaking to see a 
handsome man loose-wived, so it is a deadiv tor- 
row to behold a foul knave uncuckolded ; There- 
fore, dear Isis, keep decorum, and fortune him ac- 
cordingly ! 

Char. Amen. 

,^lea:. Lo, now .' if it lay in their hands to make 
me a cuckold, they would make themselves whores, 
but they'd do't 

Eno. Hush ! here comes Antony. 

Char. Not he, the queen. 

Enter Cleopatra. 
Cteo. Saw you my lord.* 

(1) An Egyptian goddess. 
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Eno. No, lady. 

Cleo. Was he not hera ? 

Char. No, raadam. 

Cleo. He was disposM to mirth ; but oi| the sud- 
den 
A Roman thought hath struck him. — ^Enobarbus, — 

Eno. Madam. 

Cleo. Seek him, and bring him hither. Where's 
Alexas.' 

^lex. Here, madam, at your service. — My lord 
approaches. 

Enter Antony, with a Messenger and Attendants. 

Cleo. We will not look upon him : Go with us. 
[Exeunt Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Alenas, Iras, 
Charmian, Soothsayer, and AttendanU. 

Mess. Fulvia thy wife first came into the field. 

Ant. Against my brother Lucius ? 

Mess. Ay: 
But soon that war had end, and the time's state 
Made friends of them, joining their force 'gainst 

Caesar; 
Whose better issue in the war, from Italy, 
Upon the first encounter, drave them. 

AfU. . Well, 

What worst? 

Mess. The nature of bad news infects the teller. 

Ani. When it concerns the fool, or coward. — On: 
Things, that are past, are done, with me. — 'Tis thus ; 
W no tells me true, though in his tale lie death, 
I hear him as he flatterM. 

Mess. Labienus 

(This is stiff news) hath, with his Parthian force, 
Extended^ Asia from Euphrates ; 
His conquering banner shook, from Syria 
To Lydia, and to Ionia ; 
WhiUt 

Ant. Antony, thou would'st say, — 

(1) Seized. 
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Mess, O, mj lord ! 

Ant Speak to roe home, mince not the general 
tongue; 
Name Cleopatra as 8be*a caird in Rome ; 
Rail thou in Fulm*a phrase ; and taunt mj faults 
With such full license, as both truth and malice 
Have power to utter. O, then we brin^ forth weeds. 
When our quick windsi lie still ; and our ills told us. 
Is as our earing.^ Ftfre thee well a while. 

Jiless. At your noble pleasure. [Exit 

AnL Frocn Sicycm how the news ? Speak there 

1 AtL The man from Sicyoo. — Is there such a 

one? 

2 Ati. He stays' upon your will. 

Ani. Let him appear.— 

These strong Egyptian fetters I must break, 

Enter another Messenger. 

Or lose myself in dotage. — What are you f 

2 Mess. Fulvia thy wife is dead. 

Ant. Where died she? 

2 Mess. In Sicyon : 
Her length of sickness, with what else more serious 
Importeth thee to know, this bears. [Gives a letter. 

AnL Forbear me. — 

[Exit Messenger. 
There's a great spirit gone ! Thus did I desire it : 
What our contempts do often hurl from us. 
We wish it ours again ; the present pleasure. 
By revolution lo^vering, does become 
The opposite of itself: she^s good, being gone : 
The hand could pluck her back, that shov'd her on. 
I must from this enchanting queen break off; 
Ten thousand harms, more than the ills I know, 
My idleness doth hatch. — How now ! Enobarbus ! 

(1) In some editions minds. 

(2) Tilling, ploughing ; prepares us to produce 
good seed. 

, (3) Waits. 
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Enter Enobarbus. 

Eno. What's your pleasure, sir ? 

Ant. I must with haste from hence. 

Eno. Why, then, we kill all our women ; We 
see how mortal an unkindness is to them ; if they 
suffer our departure, death's the word. 

Ant. I must be gone. 

Eno. Under a compelling occasion, let women 
die : It were pity to cast them away for nothing ; 
though, between them and a great cause, they 
should be esteemed nothing. Cleopatra, catching 
but the least noise of this, dies instantly ; I have 
seen her die twenty times upon far poorer moment : 
I do think, there is mettle in death, which commits 
sonrje loving act upon her, she hath such a celeri^ 
in dying. 

Ant. She is cunning past man's thought. 

Eno. Alack, sir, no ; her passions are made of 
nothing but the finest part of pure love : We can- 
not call her winds and waters, sighs and tears; they 
are • greater storms and tempests than almanacs 
can report : this cannot be cunning in her; if it be, 
she makes a shower of rain as well as Jove. 

Ant. 'Would I had never seen her ! 

Eno. O, sir,y(Hi had then left unseen a wonder^ 
ful piece of work ; which not to have been bless- 
ed withal, would have discredited your travel. 

Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Sir.? 

Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Fulvia.? 

Ant. Dead. 

Eno. Why, sir, give the gods a thankful sacri- 
fice. When It pleaseth their deities to take the wife 
of a man from nim, it shows to man the tailors of 
the earth ; comforting therein, that when old robes 
are worn out, there are members to make new. If 
there were no more women but Fulvia, then had 
you indeed a cut, and the case to be lamented : 
this grief is crowned with consolation ; your old 
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CLEOPATRA. 



95 



unock brings forth a new petticoat : — and, indeed, 
the tears live in an onion, that should water this 
sorrow. 

Ant. The business she hath broached in the state. 
Cannot endure my absence. 

Eno. And the business jou have broached here, 
cannot be without you ; especially that of Cleo> 
l)atra*s, which wholly depends on vour abode. 

*^nt No more light answers. Let our officers 
Have notice what we purpose. I shall break 
The cause of our expediencei to the queen, 
And eet her love2 to part For not alone 
The death of Fulvia, with more ui^nt touches. 
Do strongly speak to us ; but the letters too 
Of many our contriving friends in Rome 
Petition us at home : l^xtus Pompeius 
Hath given the dare to Csesar, and commands 
The empire of the sea : our slippery people 
(Whose love is never linkM to the deserver. 
Till his deserts are past,) begin to throw 
Pompey the great, and all his dignities. 
Upon his son ; who, high in name and power. 
Higher than both in blood and life, stands up 
For the main soldier : whose quality, going on, 
The sides o*the world may danger : Much is breed- 
ing, 
Which, like the courserV hair» hath yet but life. 
And ncrt a serpent*8 }x>ison. Say, our pleasure. 
To such whose place is under us, requires 
Our quick remove from hence. 

£710. I shall do't [Exeunt, 

SCEJVE III.— Enter Cleopatra, Charraian, Iras, 
and Alexas. 

Cleo. Where is he? 

Char. I did not see him since. 

Cleo. See where he is, who's with him, what he 
does: — 

(1) Expedition. (2) Leave. (3) Horse^s. 
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I did not send you ;^— If you find him sad. 
Say, I am dancing ; if in mirth, report 
That I am sudden sick : Quick, and return. 

[Exit Alex. 
Char, Madam, methinks, if you did love him 
dearly. 
You do not hold the method to enforce 
The like from him. 

CUo. What should I do, I do not } 

Char. In each thing give him way, cross him in 

nothing. 
CUo, Thou teachest like a fool : the way to lose 

him. 
Char. Tempt him not so too far : I wish, forbear; 
(n time we hate that which we often fear. 

Enter Antony. 

But here comes Antony. 

CUo. I am sick, and sullen. 

Ant. I am sorry to give breathing to my pur- 
pose, — 

CUo. Help me away, dear Charmian, I shall falK 
It cannot be thus long, the sides oi nature 
Will not sustain it 

Ant. Now, my dearest queen, — 

CUo. Pray you, stand further from me. 

Ant. What's the matter ? 

CUo. I know, by that same eye, there's some 
good news. 
What says the married woman ^ — You may go ; 
'Would she had never given you leave to come I 
Let her not say, 'tis I that keep you here, 
I have no power upon you ; hers you are. 

Ant. The gods best know, — 

Cleo. O, never was there queen 

So mightily betray'd ! Yet, at the first, 
I saw the treasons planted. 

Ant. Cleopatra, — 

(1) Look as if I did not send you. 
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Cleo. Why sihould I think, you can be miDC, and 
true. 
Though you in s\irearing shake the ihrooeu godn. 
Who have been false to Fulvia ? Riotoos madneai. 
To be entangled with those mooth-made rows, 
Which break themselves in swearioi^ ! 

^ni. Most sweet queen, — 

Cleo. Nay, pray you, seek no coloar foryour goHi|^, 
But bid farewell, and go : wben^ou sued staying. 
Then was the time for words : ^o going then ; — 
Eternity was in our lips, and eyes ; 
Bliss in our brows^ bent ;i none our parts so poor, 
But was a rac^ of heaven : They are so still, 
Or thou, the greatest soldier of the world, 
Art tumM the greatest liar. 

JInt, How now, lady ! 

Cleo. I would, I had thy inches ; thou should'st 
know. 
There were a heart in Egypt 

Ant. Hear roe, qneeo : 

The strong necessity of time commands 
'Our services a while ; but mr full heart 
Remains in use with you. Our Italy 
Shines o^er with civil swords: Sextus Pompetus 
Makes his approaches to the port^ of Rome : 
Equality of two domestic powers 
Breeds scrupulous faction : The hated, grown to 

strength, 
Are newly grown to love : the condemn*d Pompey, 
Rich in his father's honour, creeps apace 
Into the liearts of such as have not thriv'd 
Upon the present state, whose numbers threaten ; 
And quietness, grown sick of rest, would purge 
By any desperate change : My more particular. 
And that which most with you should safe^ my 
going, 

(1) The arch of our eye-brows. 
.(2) Smack or flavour. (3) Gate. 
(4) Render my going not dangerous. 

VOL. VII. G 
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Is Fulvia*s death. 

Cko. Though age from folly could not give me 
freedom^ 
It does from childishness : — Can Fulvia die?l 

Ard. She^s dead, my queen : 
Look here, and, at thy sovereign leisure, read 
The garboils she awakM -^ at the last, best : 
See, when, and where she died. 

Cieo. O most false lore ! 

Where be the sacred vials tnou should*3t fill 
With sorrowful water } Now I see, I see, 
In Fulvia*s death, how mine receivM shall be. 

Ant. Quarrel no more, but be preparM to know 
The purposes I bear ; which are, or cease. 
As you ^all give the advice : Now, by the firo 
That quickens Nilus^ slime,^ I go from hence. 
Thy soldier, servant ; making peace, or war. 
As thou afiect*st. 

CUo. Cut my lace, Charmian, come ;^ 

But let it be. — I am quickly ill, and well : 
So Antony loves. 

Ant. My precious queen, forbear ; 

And give true evidence to his love, which stands 
An honourable trial. 

Cleo. So Fulvia told me. 

I pr'ythee, turn aside, and weep for her ; 
Then bid adieu to me, and say, the tears 
Belong to Egypt -A Good now, play one scene 
Of excellent dissembling; and let it look 
Like perfect honour. 

Ant. You'll heat my blood ; no more. 

Cleo. You can do better vet ; but this is meetly. 

Ant. Now, by my sword, — 

CUo. And target, — Still he mends; 

But this is not the best : Look, pr'ythee, Charmian, 

(1) Can Fulvia be dead ? 

(2) The commotion she occasioned. 

(3) Mud of the river Nile. . 

(4) To me, tfie queen of Egypt 
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How this Herculean Roman does become 
The carriage of his chafe. > 

Ant ril leave you, ladj. 

Cleo. Courteous lord, one word. 
Sir, you and I must part, — but that's not it : 
Sir, you and I have lovM, — but there's not it; 
That you know well : Something it is I would,— 
O, my oblivion^ is a very Antony, 
And 1 am all forgotten. 

Ant. But that your royalty 

Holds idleness your subject, I should take you 
For idleness itself. 

CUo. 'Tis sweating labour. 

To bear such idleness so near the heart 
As Cleopatra this. But, sir, forgive me ; 
Since my becomings kill me, when they do not 
Eye well to you : Vour honour calls vou hence ; 
Therefore be deaf to my unpitied folly, 
And all the gods go with you ! upon your sword 
Sit laurel'd victory .' and smooth success 
Be strew'd before your feet ! 

Ant. Let us ga Come ; 

Our separation so abides, and flies. 
That thou, residing here, go'st yet with me. 
And I, hence fleeting, here remain with thee. 
Away. [ExeunL 

SOEJ^E IV. — Rome. An apartment in Caesar's 
hovse. Enter Octavius C«esar, Lepidus, and 
Attendants. 

CoiS. You may see, Lepidus, and lienceforth know, 
It is not Caesar's natural vice to hale 
One great competitor :' From Alexandria 
This IS the news ; He fishes, drinks, and wastes 
The lamps of night in revel : is not more manlike 
Than Cleopatra ; nor the queen Ptolemy 
More womanly than he : hardly gave audience, or 

. (1) Heat. (2) Oblivious memoiy. 
(3) A.ssociato or partner. 
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YouchsaTd to think he bad partners: You shaU 

find there 
A man, who is the abstract of all faults 
That all men follow. 

Ltp. I must not think, there are 

Evils enough to darken all his goodness : 
His faults, in him, seem as the spots of heaven, 
More fiery by niffhf » blackness ; hereditary, 
Rather than purcnasM ;i what be cannot change. 
Than what be chooses. 

Ccu. You are too indulgent : Let us grant, it 

is not 
Amiss to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy ; 
To give a kingdom for a mirth ; to sit 
And keep the turn of tippling with a slave ; 
To reel the streets at noon, and stand the buffet 
With knaves that smell of sweat: say, this becomes 

him, 
(As his composure must be rare indeed, 
Whcmi these things cannot blemish,) yet must An- 

tony 
No way excuse his soils, when we do bear 
So great weight in his lightness.2 If he fiUM 
His vacancy with his voluptuousness. 
Full surfeits, and the dryness of his bones. 
Call on himS for't : but, to confound^ such time. 
That drums him from his sport, and speaks as loud 
As his own state, and ours, — 'tis to he chid • 
As we rate boys ; who, being mature in knowledge, 
Pawn their experience to their present ple^asurc. 
And so rebel to judgment 

Enter a Messenger. 

Ltp, Here's more news 

Mess. Thy biddings have been done \ and every 
hour. 
Most noble Caesar, shalt thou have report 

(1) Procured by his own fault. (2) Levity. 
(3) Visit him. (4) Consume. 
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How *'js abroad. Pompej is strong at sea ; 
And it appears, he is belovM of thme 
That only have fear'd Cbm&t : to the ports 
The discontentgi repair, and Aen^s reports 
Give him much wrongM. 

Qes, I smMild hare known no less :>- 

It hath been tangiht us from the primal state, 
That he, which is, was wish'd, until he were ; 
And the ebb*d man, ne^er lov*d, till ne^er worth love. 
Comes dear'd, by being lack'd.3 This common 

body, ^ 

Jjike a ragabond flag upon the stream. 
Goes to, and back, lackeying the varying tide. 
To rot itself with motion. 

Jkfess. Caesar, I bring thee word, 

Menecrates and Menas, famous pirates. 
Make the sea serve them ; which they ear^ and 

wound 
With keels of eveiy kind ; Many hot inroads 
They make in Italy ; the borders maritime 
Lack blood^ to think oirt, and flush^ youth revolt : 
No vessel can peep forth, but *tis as soon 
Taken as seen : for Pompey's name strikes more. 
Than could his war resisted. 

Cces. Antony, 

Leave thy lascivious wassals.^ When thou once 
Wast beaten from Modena, where thou slew^&t 
Hirtius and Pansa, consuls, at thy heel 
Did famine follow ; whom thou hHight'st against. 
Though daintily brought up, with patience more 
Than savages could wfier : Thou didst drink 
The stale? of hcn-ses, and the gilded puddle^ 
Which beasts would cough at : thy jMuate then did 

deign 

(1) Discontented. 

(2) Endeared by being missed. (3) Floc^h. 
(4) Turn pale. (5) Ruddy. 

(6) Feastings-: in the old copy it is vaissatles, 
i. e. vassals. 

(7) Urine. (8) Stagnant, slimy water. 
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The roughest berry on the rudest hedge ; 
Yea, like the stag, when snow the pasture sheets, 
The barks of trees thou browsed'st; on the Alps 
It is reported, thou dtdsl eat strange flesh, 
Which some did die to look on : And all this 
(It wounds thine honour, that I speak it now,) 
Was borne so like a soldier, that thy cheek 
So much as lankM not. 

Lep. It is pity of him. 

CkBs. Let his shames quickly 
Drive him to Rome : 'Tis time we twain 
Did show ourselves i'the field ; and, to that end, 
Assemble we immediate council : Pompey 
Thrives in our idleness. 

Lep. To-morrow, Caesar, 

shall be fumish'd to inform you rightly 
Both what by sea and land I can be able, 
To 'frwit this present time. 

C(Bs. Till which encounter, 

ft is my business too. Farewell. 

Lep. Farewell, my lord: What you shall know 
mean time 
Of stirs abroad, 1 shall beseech you, sir. 
To let me be partaker. 

Ccei. ' Doubt not, sir ; 

I knew it for my bond.' [Exeunt. 

SCEJSTE F.— Alexandria. A room in ike pal- 
ace. Enter Cleopatra, Channian, Iras, and 
Mardian. 

Cleo. Charmian, — 

Char. Madam. 

Cleo. Ha,ha!— 
Give me to drink mandragora.3 

Char. Wljy, madam ? 

Cleo. That I might sleep out this great gap of 
time 
My Antony is away. 

(1) My bounden duty. (2) A sleepy potion. 
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Giar, You thiok of him 

Too much. 

Cieo. O, treasoQ I 

Char, Madam, I trust, not to. 

CUo. Thou, eunuch ! Mardian ! 

Mar. WhaCs your bighnets* pleasure ? 

CUo. Not now to bear thee sing; i take no 
pleasure 
In aught an eoncch has : »Ti8 well for thee. 
That, being unseminar'd,' thy freer thoughts 
May not fly forth of Egypt Hast thou affectioiM? 

Mar. Yes, gracious madam. 

CUo. Indeed ? 

Mar. Not in deed, madam ; for I can do nothing 
But what in deed is honest to be done : 
Yet have I fierce adections, and think, 
What Venus did with Mars. 

Oeo. G Charmian, 

Where think'st thou he is now? Stands be, or 

sits he ? 
Or does he walk ? or is he on his horse ? 
O happy horse, to bear the weight of Antony ! 
Do bravely, horse! for wot'St thou whum thou 

niov*st ? 
The deroi- Atlas of this earth, the ann 
And burgonelS of men. — He*s speaking now. 
Or murmuring, Where's my serpent of old }CiUT 
For so he calls me ; Now I feed myself 
With most delicious poison : — Think on me. 
That am with Phoebus* anoorous pinches black, 
And wrinkled deep in time .' Broud-fror ted Ccecar, 
When thou wast here above the ground, I was 
A morsel for a monarch : and g;reat Pompey 
Would stand, and make bis eyes grow in my brow ; 
There would he anchor his aspect, and die 
M'ith looking on hb life. 

EnUr Alexas. 
^Ux. Sorereign of Egypt, hail . 

(1) Unmanned. (2) A helmet. 
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CUo. How much unlike art thou Mark Antony . 
Yet, coming from him, that great medicine hath 
Witii his tinct gilded thee. — 
How goes it with my brave Mark Antony ? 

Alex. Last thing he did, dear queen, 
He kissM, — the last of many doubled kisses, — 
This orient pearl; — His speech sticks in my heart 

Cleo. Mine ear must pluck it thence. 

AUx. Good friend, quoth he, 

Say, the firm Roman to great Egypt sends 
This treasure of an oyster; at whose foot 
To mend the petty present, I will piece 
Her opulent throne with kingdoms ; All the east. 
Say thou, shall call her mistress. So he nodded, 
And soberly dSd mount a termagant^ steed, 
Who neigh'd so high, that what 1 would have spoke 
MVas beastly dumb'd by him. 

Cleo. What, was he sad, or meny ? 

Alex. Like to the time o'the year between the 
extremes 
Of hot and cold ; he was nor sad, nor merry. 

Cleo. O well-divided disposition ! — Note him, 
Note him, good Charmiaii, *tis the man ; but note 

him : 
He was not sad ; for he would shine on those 
That make their looks by his : he was not merry ; 
Which seem'd to tell them, his remembrance lay 
In Egypt with his joy : but between both ; 
O heavenly mingle ! — Be'st thou sad, or merry, 
The violence of either thee becomes ; 
So doen it no man else. — Met'st thou my posts.' 

Alex. Ay, madam, twenty several messengers : 
Why do you send so thick ? 

Cleo. Who's bom that day 

When I forget to send to Antony, 
Shall cBe a beggar. — Ink and paper, Charmian.— 
Welcome, my good Alexas. — Dia I, Charmian, 
Ever love Caesar so f 

(1) Furious. 
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Char. O that brarc Csesar ! 

CUo. Be chok*d with such another empbasb ! 
Sav» the brave Antonj. 

'Char. The valiant Carmr ! 

CUo. By Isis, I will give thee bloody teeth, 
If thou with Caesar paragon again 
My man of men. 

Char. By your roost gractoos pardon, 

I sing but after you. 

Cieo. My salad days ; 

When I was green in judgment r—Cold in blood, 
To say, as I said then ! — ^But, come, away : 
G^t me ink and paper : he shall have every Say 
A several greeting, or PU unpeople Egypt [Exe, 



ACT II. 

SCE^E /.—Messina. A room in Pompey'i 
house. Enter Pompey, Menecrates, and Menas. 

Pom. If the great gods be just, they shall as^st 
The deeds of justest men. 

Mene. Know, worthy Pompey, 

That what they do delay, they not deny. 

Pom. Whiles we are suitors to their throne, de- 
cays 
The thing we sue for. 

Mene. We, ignorant of ourselves, 

Beg often our own harms, which the wise powers 
Deny us for our good ; so find we profit, 
By losing of our prayers. 

Pom. I shall do well : 

The people love me, and the sea is mine ; 
My power's a crescent, and my auguring hope 
Says, it will come to the full. Mark Antony 
In Egypt sits at dinner, and will make 
No wars without doors : Caesar gets money, where 
He loses hearts : Lepidus flatters both. 
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Of both is flatter'd ; but he neither loves, 
Nor either cares for him. 

Mm. Caesar and Lepidus 

Are in the field ; a mighty strength they cany. 

Pom. Where have you this ? 'tis false. 

Men. From Silvius, sir 

Pom. He dreams ; I know, they are in Rome to- 
gether, 
Looking for AntcMiy : But all charms of love, 
Salt Cleopatra, soften thy wanM' lip ! 
Let witchcraft join with beauty, lust with both ! 
Tie up the libertine in a field of feasts. 
Keep his brain fuming ; Epicurean cooks, 
Sharpen wilh cloyless sauce his appetite ; 
That sleep and feeding may prorc^ue his honour. 
Even till2 a Lethed dulness. — How now, Varrius? 

Enter Varrius. 

Var. This is most certain that I shall deliver : 
Mark Antony is every hour in Rome 
Expected ; since he went from Egypt, His 
A space for further travel. 

Pom. I could have given less matter 

A better ear. — Menas, I did not think, 
This amorous surfeiter would have don'd^ his helm* 
For such a petty war : his soldiership 
Is twice the other twain : But let us rear 
The higher our opinion, that our stirring 
Can from the lap of Egypt's widow pluck 
The ne*er lust-wearied Antony. 

Men. I cannot hope, 

Caesar and Antony shall well greet together: 
His wife, that's dead, did trespasses to Caesar ; 
His brother warr'd upon him ; although, I think 
Not mov'd by Antony. 

Poni. I know not, Menas, 

How lesser enmities may give way to greater. 

(1) Declined, faded. (2) To. 

(3) Done on ; t. e. put on. (4) Helmet. 



d by Google 



Scene//. CLEOPATRA. 107 

AVere*t not (hat we stand up af[;aiu4t them all, 
'Twere preo^ant they shoula square^ between them 

seiveh ; 
For they have entertain'd cause enough 
To draw their swords : but how the fear of us 
May cement their divisions, and bind up 
The petty difference, we yet not know. 
Be it as our gods will have it ! It only stands 
Our lives upon, to use our strongest hands. 
Come, Menas. [Exeunt, 

SCEJ^E i/.— Rome. A room in the house qf 
Lepidiis. Enter Enobai bus and Lepidut . 

Lep. Good E^iobarbus, *tis a worthy deed, 
And shall become you well, to entreat your captain 
To soft and gentle speech. 

Eno. I shall entreat him 

To answer like himself: if Caesar move him, 
Let Antony look over Caesar's head, 
And speak as loud as Mars. By Jupiter, 
Were X the wearer of Antonius* beard, 
1 would not shave to-day. 

Lep, »Ti8 not a time 

For private stomaching. 

Eno. Ei'ery tinie 

Serves for the matter that is then bom in it. 

Lep. But small to greater matters must give way. 

Eno. Not if the small come first. 

Lqt. Your speech is passion 

But, pray you, stir no embers up. Here comes 
The noUe Antcmy. 

Enter Antooj and Ventidius. 

Eno. And yonder, Caesar. 

Enter Caesar, Maecenas, and Agrippa. 

Ant If we compose^ well here, to Partliia : 
Hark you, Ventidius. 

(1) Quarrel. (.2) Agree. 
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C<KS. I do not know, 

Maecenas ; ask Agrippa. 

Lep. Noble friends, 

That which combined us was most great, and let not 
A leaner action rend us. Wlmt's amiss, 
May it be gently heard : When we debate 
Our trivial difference loud, we do commit 
Murder in healing wounds : Then, noble partners, 
(The rather, for 1 earnestly beseech,) 
Touch you the sourest points with sweetest terms, 
Nor curstnessi grow to the matter. 

Ant. 'Tis spoken ivcll : 

Were we before our armies, and to fight, 
I should do thus. 

Cois. Welcome to Rome. 

Ant. Thank you. 

Obs. Sit 

Ant. Sit,8ir! . 

Cass. Nay, 

Then— 

Ant. I learn, you take things ill, which are not so; 
Or, being, concern you not 

Cccs. I must be laughM at. 

If, or for nothing, or a little, I 
Should %jiv myself offended ; and with you 
Chiefly i'the world : more laugh'd at, that I should 
Once name you derogately, when to sound your 

name 
It not concemM me. 

Ant. My being in Egj'pt, Caesar, 

What was't to you ? 

CcM. No more than my residing here at Rome 
Might be to you in Egypt : Yet, if you there 
Did practise^ on my state, your being in Egypt 
Might bo my questioiL' 

Ant How intend you, practised? 

(1) Let not ill humour be added. 

(2) Use bad arts or stratagems. 

(3) Subject of conversation. 
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Qbs. You nmy be ]4easM to catch at mine ioteDt, 
firwbat did here befall me. Vour wife, and brother, 
Made wars upon me ; and their con testation 
Was theme for yon, you were the word of war. 

Ant. You do mistake your business; my brodier 
never 
Did urge me in this act : I did inquire it ; 
And have my kamine from some true reports,' 
That drew tlieir swonu with you. Did he not rather 
Discredit my authority with yours ; 
And make the wars alike aeainst my stomach. 
Having alike your cause f Of this, my letters 
Before did satisfy you. If youMl patch a quarrel, 
As matter whole you have not to make it with. 
It must not be with this. 

Ccu. ^ You praise yourself 

By laying defects of judgment to roe ; but 
You patoiM up your excuses. 

Ant Not so, not so ; 

1 know you could not lack, I am certain on't, 
Very necessity of this thought, that I 
Your partner in the cause Against which be fov^bt. 
Could not with graceful eyes attend those wars 
Which 'fronted^ mine own peace. As for my wife, 
I would you had her spirit m such another : 
The third o^the world is yours ; which with a snaffle' 
You may pace easy, but not such a wife. 

Eno. * Would we had all such wives, that the men 
might go to wars with the women ! 

Ant. So much uncurable, her garboils,^ CaBsar, 
Made out of her impatience (which not wanted 
Shrewdness of policy too,) I grieving grant. 
Did you too much disquiet : for that, you must 
But say, I could not help it 

Cos. I wrote to you, 

When rioting in Alexandria ; you 
Did pocket up my letters, and with taunts 

(1) Reporters. (2) Opposed. 

(3) Bridle. (4) Conunotions. 
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Did gibe my missive^ out of audience. 

Ant. Sir, 

He fell upon me, ere admitted ; then 
Three kings I had newly feasted, and did want 
Of what I was i'the morning : but, next day, 
I told him of myself; which was as much 
As to have ask'd him pardon : Let this fellow 
Be nothing of our strife ; if we contend. 
Out of our questions wipe him. 

Cois. Yoa have broken 

The article of your oath ; which you shall never 
4ave tongue to charge me with. 

Lep. , Soft, Caesar. 

Ant. No, Lepidus, let him speak ; 
The honour's sacred which he talks on now, 
Supposing that 1 lackM it : But on, Caesar ; 
The article of my oath, — 

Ow. To lend me arms, and aid, when I rfiquirM 
them; 
■jThe which you b*7v\ denied. 

Ant. Neglected, rather ; 

And then, when pNk'v'O hours had bound me up 
t'rom mine own knc"»vX\'e. As nearly as I may, 
IHl play the penitent to .\ni : but mine honesty 
Shall not make poor mj'^n^atness, nor my power 
Work without it ; Truth i&, that Fulvia, 
To have me out of Egypt, i.iade wars here ; 
For which myself, the ignorant motive, do 
So far ask pardon, as befits mine honour 
To stoop in such a case. 

Lep. *Tis nobly spoken. 

J\i(zc. If it m'ght please you, to enforce no further 
The griefs' between ye : to forget them quite. 
Were to remember that the present need 
Speaks to atcic^ you. 

Lip. Worthily spoke, Miecenas. 

Kij, ^.'', 'i you borrow one another's love for 

{^) » 'I* V cii«^pr. (2) Conversation. 

(•».'' ? v "wnces. (4) Reconcile. 
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the instant, you maj» when jou hear no morr 
words of Pompey, return it ag;ain : you shall havt 
time to wrangle in, when you Imve nothing el» 
to do. 

AnL Thou art a soldier only ; speak no more. 

Eno. That truth should be silent, i had almoc. 
forgot 

Mi. You wrong this presence, therefore speak 
no more. 

Eno. Go to then ; your considerate stone. 

Ccts. 1 do not much dislike the matter, but 
The manner of his speech : for it cannot be, 
We diall remain in friendship, our conditions' 
So diiTering in their acts. Yet, if I knew 
What hoop should hold us staunch,^ from edge tt 

edge 
0*the world X would pursue it. 

Jlgr. Give me leave, Caesar,^ 

CSw. Speak, Agripjsa. 

Agr. Thou hast a sister by the mother's side, 
AdmirM Octavia : great Mark Antony 
Is now a widower. 

Cois. Say not so, Agrippa ; 

If Cleopatra heard you, your repnwf 
Were well deservM of rashness. 

Ant. I am not married, Caesar : let me hear 
Agrippa further speak. 

Agr. To hold you in perpetual amity, 
To make you brothers, and to knit your hearts 
With an unslipping knot, take Antony 
Octavia to his wife : whose beauty claims 
No worse a husband than the best of men : 
Whose virtue, and whose general graces, speak 
That which none else can utter. By this marriage 
All little jealousies, which now seem great. 
And all great fears, which now import their dangers. 
Would then be nothing : truths would be but tales, 
Where now half tales be truths : her love to both, 

(1) Dispositions. (2) Firm. 
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Would) each to other, and all loves to both, 
Draw after her. Pardon what I have spoke* 
For *Us a studied, not a present thought, 
By duty ruminated. 

Ant. Will Caesar speak ? 

C<B9. Not till he hears how Antony is touched 
With what is spoke already. 

Ant. What power is in Agrippa, 

If I would say, Agrippa, be it so. 
To make this good .^ 

CcBS. The power of Caesar, and 

His power unto Octavia. 

Ant. May I never 

To this good purpose, that so fairly shows, 
Dream of impediment .' — Let me have thy hand : 
Further this act of grace ; and, from this hour. 
The heart of brothers govern in our loves, 
And sway our great designs ! 

Cces. There is my hand. 

A sister I bequeath you, whom no brother 
Did ever love so dearly : Let her live 
To join our kingdoms, and our hearts ; and never 
Fly off our loves again ! 

Lep. Happily, amen ! 

Ant. I did not think to draw my sword 'gainst 
Pompey ; 
For he 1 ath laid strange courtesies, and great. 
Of late upon me : 1 must thank him only. 
Lest my ? emembrance suffer ill report ; 
At heci of that, defy him. 

/>p. Time calls upon as : 

Of us nmst Poinpey presently be sought, 
Or else he seeks out us. 

Ant. And where lies he ? 

CcBS. About the mount Misenum. 

Ant. What's his strength 

By land? 

Cces. Great, and increasing : but by sea 
He is an absolute master. 

Ant. So is the fame. 
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'Would, we had spoke together : Haste we fiM* it : 
Yet, ere we put ourselves in arms, despatch we 
The business we have talk'd of. 

Ccu. With most gladness ; 

And do invite you to my sister's view, 
Whither straight I will lead yoa. 

Ant. Let us, Lepidu^ 

Not lack your company. 

Lep. Noble Antony, 

Not sickness dK>uld detain me. 

\Fl(mrish. Exeunt Caes. Ant and I>ep. 

Mxc Welcome from Egypt, sir. 

Eno. Half the heart of Caesar, worthy Maecenas ! 
— ^my honourable friend, Agrippa I — 

Agr. GoodEnobarbus! 

Mac. We have cause to be glad, that matters 
are so well digested. You staid well by it in B^pt 

Eno. Ay, sir ; we did sicen day out of counte- 
nance, and made the night ligbt with drinking. 

McBc. Eight wild boars roasted whole at a break- 
fast, and but twelve persons there; Is this true.'* 

Eno. This was but as a fly by an eagle : we had 
much more monstrous matter of feast, which wor- 
thily deserved noting. 

Joffic. She's a most triumphant lady, if report be 
square to her.l 

Eno. When she first met Mark Antcmy, she 
pursed uphis heart upon the river of Cydnus. 

Agr. There she appeared indeed ; or my re- 
pK>rter devisod well for her. 

Eno. I will tell you : 
The barge she sat in, like a bumish'd throne, 
Bum'd on the water : the poop was beaten gold; 
Purple the sails, and so perfumed, that 
The winds were love-sick with them: the oa« 

were silver ; 
Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and made 
The water, which they beat, to follow faster, 

(1) Suits with her merits. 

VOL. VII. H 
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As amorous of their strokes. For her owh person, 
It b^garM all description : she did lie 
In her pavilion (cloth of gold, of tissue,) 
0*er-picturing that Venus, where ive see 
The fancy out-work nature : on each side her. 
Stood pretty dimpled boys, like smiling Cupids, 
With aiverse-colour*d fans, whose wind did seem 
To elow the delicate cheeks which they did cool, 
And what they undid, did.^ 

Agr, O, rare for Antony ! 

Eno. Her gentlewomen, like the Nereides, 
So many mermaids, tended her i*the eyes. 
And made their bends adomings : at the helm 
A seeming mermaid steers ; the silken tackle 
Swell wi£ the touches of those flower-soft hands, 
That yarely framed the office. Frwn the barge 
A strange invisible perfume hits the sense 
Of the adjacent wharfs. The city cast 
Her people out upon her ; and Antony, 
EnthronM in the market- place, did sit alone, 
Whistling to the air; which, but for vacancy. 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 
And made a gap in nature. 

Agr. Rare Egyptian ! 

Eno. Upon her landing, Antony sent to her. 
Invited her to supper : she replied. 
It should be better, he became her guest ; 
W^hich she entreated : Our courteous Antony, 
Whom ne'er the word of JVb woman heard speak, 
Being barberM ten times o'er, goes to the feast ; 
And, for his ordinary, pays his heart, 
For what his eyes eat only. 

Agr. Royal wench ! 

She made great Caesar lay his sword to bed ; 
lie plough'd her, and she cropp'd. 

Eno. I saw her once 

(1) Added to the warmth they were intended to 
diminish. 

(2) Readily perform. 
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Hop forty paces through the public street : 
And bavin«^ lost her breath, she spoke, and panted, 
That she did make defect, perfection, 
And, breathless, power breathe forth. 

JiAcc. Nonr Antony must leave her utterly. 

Eno. Never ; he will not ; 
Age cannot wither her, nor custom stale 
Her in6nite variety : Other women 
Cloy th* appetites they feed ; but she makes hungiy 
Where most she satisfies. For vilest tilings 
Become themselves in her ; that the holy priests 
Bless her, when she's riggish.* 

Mcec. If beauty, wisoixn, modesty, can settle 
The heart of Antony, Octavia is 
A blessed lottery2 to him. 

./^fi*r. Let us go. — 

Good Enobarbus, make yourself my guest, 
Whilst you abide here. 

Eno. Humbly, sir, I thank you. 

[Exeunt, 

^CEJ^E III— The same, A room in Csesar's 
hou^e. Enter Caesar, Antony, Octavia between 
them ; Attendants^ and a Soothsayer. 

Ant. The world, and my great office, will some- 
times 
Divide me from your bosom. 

Octa. All which time 

Before the gods my knee shall bow my prayers 
To them for you. 

Ant ' Good night, sir. — My Octavia, 

Read not my blemishes in the world*s report : 
1 have not kept my square ; but that to come 
Shall all be done by the rule. Good night, dear 
lady. — 

Octa. Good night, sir. 

C(BS. Good night. [Exeunt Caesar and Octavia. 

Ant. Now, arrah ! you do wish yourself in Egypt ' 

(1) Wanton. (2) Allotment 
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Sooth. 'Would I had never come from thence, 
nor you 
Thither! 

Ant. If you can, your reason ? 

Sooth. I see't in 

My motion, have it not in my tongue : But yet 
Hie you again to Egypt 

Ant. Say to me, 

Whose fortunes shall rise higher, Ceesar^s, or mine f 

Sooth. Caesar's. 
Therefore, O Antony, stay not by his side: 
Thy daemon, that's thy spirit which keeps thee, ii 
Noble, courageouii, high, unmatchable. 
Where Caesar is not ; but near him, thy angel 
Becomes a Fear, as being o'erpower*d ; therefore 
Make ^pace enough between you. 

Ant. Speak this no more. 

Sooth. To none but thee ; no more, but when to 
thee. 
If thou dost play with him at any game. 
Thou art sure to lose ; and, of that natural luck. 
He beats thee *p:ainstthe odds; thy lustre thickens,' 
When he shines by: I say again, thy spirit 
Is all afraid to govern thee near him ; 
But, he away, 'tis noble. 

Ant. Get thee gone : 

Say to Ventidius, I would speak with him : 

[Exit Soothsayer. 
He shall to Parthia. — Be it art, or hap. 
He hath spoken true: The very dice obey him; 
And, in our sports, my better cunning faints 
Under his chance : if we draw lots, he speeds : 
His cocks do win the battle still of mine. 
When it is all to nought ; and bis quails^ ever 
Beat mine, inhoop'd,^ at odds. I will to Egypt : 
And though I make this marriage for my peace, 

(1) The ancients used to match quails as we 
match cocks. 

(2) Inclosed. 
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Enter Yentidius. 

I' the east my pleasure lies : — O, come, Ventiditu, 
You must to Parthia ; jour commissiou's ready : 
Follow me, and receive it ' [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E JK—The same. A street. Enter Lepi- 
dus, Maecenas, and Agrippa. 

Lep. Trouble yourselves no further: pray yoo, 
hasten 
Your generals after. 

Agr. Sir, Mark Antony 

Will e^en but kiss Octavia, and weMl follow. 

Lep. Till I shall see you in your soldier's dress, 
Which will become you both, ^rewelL 

M<BC. We shall, 

As I conceive the journey, be at mount^ 
Before you, Lepidus. 

Lep. Your way is shorter, 

My purpNOses do draw me much about ; 
You'll win two days upon me. 

Meec. Agr. Sir, good success 

Lep. Farewell. [Exeunt 

SCEJSTE v. — Alexandria. A room in the palace 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and AUxas. 

Cleo. Give me some music ; muuc, moody^ food 
Of us that trade in love. 
Attend. The music, ho ! 

Enter Mardian. 

Cleo. Let it alone ; let us to billiards . 
COTne, Charmian. 

Char. My arm is sore, best play with Mardian. 

Cleo. As well a woman with an eunuch play'd. 
As with a woman ; — Come, you'll play with me, sii f 

Mar. As well as I can, madam. 

Cleo. And when good will is show'd, though it 
come too ^ort, 

(1) Mount Misenum. (2) Melancholy. 
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The actor may plead pardon. Pll none now : — 
Give me mine angle, — WeMl to the river : there, 
My music playing far off, I will betray 
Tawny-finn'd fishes ; my bended hook shall pierce 
Their slimy jaws ; and, as I draw them up, 
lUl think them every one an Antony, 
And say, Ah, ha ! you*re caught. 

Char, 'Twas merry, when 

You wager'd on your angling; when your diver 
Did hang a salt-fish on his hook, which he 
With fervency drew up. 

Cleo. That time !— O times !— 

I laugh'd him out of patience ; and that night 
I laughM him into patience : and next morn. 
Ere the ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed ; 
Then put my tires' and mantles on him, whilst 
I wore his sword Philippan. O I from Italy ; 

Enier a Messenger. 

Ram thou thy fruitful tidings in mine ears. 
That long time have been barren. 

Mess. Madam, madam, — 

Cleo. Antony's dead ? — 
If thou say so, villain, thou kilPst thy mistress : 
But well and free. 

If thou so yield him, there is gold, and here 
My bluest veins to kiss ; a hand, thkt kings 
Have lippM, and trembled kissing. 

Mess. First, madam, he's well. 

Cleo. Wliy, there's more gold. But, sirrah, 
mark ; We use 
To say, the dead are well : bring it to that, 
The gold I give thee, will I melt, and pour 
Down thy ilUuttering throat. 

Mess. Good madam, hear me. 

Cleo. Well, go to, I will 

But there's no goodness in thy face : If Antony 
Be free, and healthful, — why so tart a favoui^ 

(!) Head-dress. (2) So sour a countenance. 
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To trumpet such good tidir.?:» .- If not well, 
Thou ahouldat rome like a furj' crown'd with uiakes. 
Not like a forin«l man.' 

Mess. WilPt please you hear nw ? 

Cleo. I have a mind to stiiite thee, ere thou 
spealc^st : 
Yet, if thou say, Antony lives, is well, 
Or friends with Caesar, or not captive to him, 
I'll set thee in a shower of gold, and hail 
Rich pearls upon thee. 

Mess. Madam, he's well. 

CUo. Well said. 

Mess. And friends with Caesar. 

Cleo. Thou'rt an honest lnan« 

Mess. Caesar and he are greater friends than ever. 

Cleo. Make thee a fortune from me. 

Mess. But yet, madam, — 

Cleo, I do not like bvi yetj it does allay 
The good precedence ;2 fie upon but yet: 
But yet is as a gaoler to bring forth 
Some monstrous malefactor. Pr'ythce, friend, 
Pour out the pack of matter to mine ear, 
The good and bad together: He's friend with 

Caesar; 
In state of health, thou say'st ; and, thou say'st, free. 

Mess. Free, madam I no ; I made no such report : 
He's bound unto Octavia. 

Cleo. For what good turn ^ 

Mess. For the best turn i'the bed. 

Cleo. I am pale, Charmian. 

• Mess. Madam, he's married to Octavia. 

CUo. The most infectious pestilence ujxxi thee ! 
[Strikes him down. 

Mess. Good madam, patience. 

Qeo. What say you ? — hence, 

[Strikes him again. 
Horrible villain ! or I'll spurn thine eyes 
Like balls before me ; I'll unhair thy head ; 

[She hales him up and down. 

(1) A man in his senses. (2) Preceding. 
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Thou shalt be whippM with wire, and stewM in 

brine, 
Smarting in Ung'ring pickle. 

Mess. Gracious madam. 

I, that do bring the news, made not the match. 

Cleo. Say, *tis not so, a province I will give thee. 
And make thy fortunes proud ; the blow thou hadsi 
Shall make thy peace, for moving me to i-age ; 
And I will boot' tliee with wliat gift beside 
Thy modesty can beg. 

Mess. He*s married, madam. 

deo. Rogue, thou hast livM too long. 

[Draws a dagger. 

Mess. Nay, then Til run : — 

What mean yea, madam.' I have made no fault 

[Exit. 

Char. Good madam, keep yourself within your- 
self; 
The man is innocent. 

Cleo. Some innocents 'scape not the thunder- 
bolt.— 
Melt Egj'pt into Nile! and kindly creatures 
Turn all to serpents ! — Call the slave again ; 
Though I am mad, I will not bite him :--Call. 

Char. He is afeard to come. 

Cleo. I will not hurt him : — 

These hands do lack nobility, that they strike 
A meaner than myself; since I myself 
Have given myself the cause. — Come hither, sir. 

Re-enter Messenger. 

Though it be honest, it is never good 
To bring bad news : Give to a gracious message 
A host of tongues ; but let ill tidings tell 
Themselves, when they be felt 

Mess. I have done my duty. 

CUo. Is he married .' 
I canm^ bate thee worser than I do, 

(1) Recompense. 
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If thou again say, Yes. 

Mess. He is married, madam. 

Cleo. The gods confound thee ! dost thou hold 
there still ^ 

Mess. Should 1 lie, madam ? 

Cieo. O, I would, thou didst; 

So half my E^pt were 8ubnierg*d,i and made 
A cistern tor scalM snakes ! Go, get thee hence ; 
Hadst thou Narcissus in thy face, to me 
Thou wouldst appear most ugly. He is married ? 

Mess. I crave your highness* pardon. 

Cleo. He is married f 

Mess. Take no (^ence, that I would not c^end 
you: 
To punish me for what you make me do. 
Seems much unequal : He is married to Octavia. 

Cleo. O, that ms faults should make a knave of 
thee. 
That art not!— What? thou'rt sure oft?— Gel 

thee hence : 
The merchandise which thou hast brought from 

Rome, 
Are all too dear for me ; Lie thev upon thy hand, 
And be undone by 'em ! \^Exit Messenger. 

Char. Good your highness, patience. 

Cleo. In praising Antony, I have aispraisM 
Caesar. 

Oiar. Many times, madam. 

Cleo. I am paid forH now. 

Lead me from hence. 

I faint ; O Iras, Charmian, — 'Tis no matter : — 
Go to the fellow, good Alexas ; bid him 
Report the feature^ of Octavia, her years, 
Her inclination, let him not leave out 
The colour of her hair : — bring me word quickly. — 
[Exit Alexas. 
Let him for ever go : — Let him not — Charmian, 
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 

(1) Whelmed under water. (2) Beauty. 
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T'other way he*4 a Mars : — Bid you Alexas 

[To Mardlan. 
Bring me word, how tall she is. — Pity me, Char- 

mian, 
But do not speak to me. — Lead me to my chamber. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJVE VI.—Ktar Misenum. Enter Pompey 

and Menas, at one side, with drum and trumpet: 

at ano^r, Caesar, Lepidus, Antony, Enobarbus, 

Miecenas, vnih Soldiers inarching. 

Pom. Your hostages I have, so have you mine ; 
And we shall talk before we fight. 

Cms. Most meet, 

That first we come to words ; and therefore have we 
Our written purposes before us sent; 
Which if thou hast considered, let us know 
If Uwill tie up thy di^ontented sword; 
And carry back to Sicily much talU youth 
That else must perish here. 

Pom. To you all three, 

The senators alone of this great world, 
Chief factors for the god$, — I do not know, 
Wlierefore my father should revengers want. 
Having a son, and friends ; since Julius Caesar, 
Who at Philippi the good Brutus ghosted,^ 
There saw you labouring for him. What was it, 
That movM pale Cassius to conspire? And what 
Made the all-honour'd, honest, Koman Brutus, 
With the arm'd rest, courtiers of beauteous freedom, 
To drench the Capitol ; but that they would 
Have one man but a man ? And that is it. 
Hath made me rig my navy ; at whose burden 
The anger*d ocean foams ; with which I meant 
To scourge the ingratitude that despiteful Rome 
Caiit on my noble father. 

Cass. Take your time. 

Ant. Thou can*8t not fear* us, PcMnpey, with 
thy sails, 

(1) Brave. (2) Haunted. (3) Affright 
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WeMl speak with thee at sea : at land, thou knowM 
How much we do o'er-count thee. 

Pom. At landf indeed. 

Thou dost o'er-count me of my father's house : 
But, since the cuckoo builds not for himself, 
Remain inU as thou maj*st 

Lep. Be pleasM to tell as, 

(For this is from the present,!) how you take 
The offers we have sent you. 

Ccts. There's the point. 

Ant. Which do not be entreated to, but weigh 
"What it is worth embrac'd. 

CcBS. Aiid what may follow, 

To try a larger foKune. 

Pom. You have made me offer 

Of Sicily, Sardinia ; and I must 
Rid all the sea of pirates ; then, to send 
Measures of wheat to Rome : This 'greed upon, 
To part with unhack'd edge?, and bear back 
Our target undintcd. 

CcRs. Ant. Ltp. That's our offer. 

Pom. Know then, 

1 came before you here, a man prepar'd 
To take this offer: But Mark Antony 
Put me to some impatience : — Though I lose 
The praise of it by telling, Vou must know. 
When Caesar and your brothers were at blows, 
Vour mother came to Sicily, and did find 
Her welcome friendly. 

Ant. I have heard it, Pompey • 

And am well studied for a liberal thanks, 
Which 1 do owe you. 

Pomx. Let me have vour hand : 

I did not think, sir, to have met you here. 

Ant. The beds i'lhe east are soft ; and thanks 
to you, 
That call'd me, timelier than my purpose, hither ; 
For I have gain'd by it. 

(1) Present subject. (2) Target, shield. 
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C(BS. Since I saw you last, 

There is a change upon you. 

Pom. Well, I know not 

AVhat counts* harsh fortune casts upon my face ; 
But in my bosom shall she never come. 
To make my heart her vassal. 

Lep. Well met here. 

Pom. 1 hope so, Lepidus. — Thus we are agreed 
I crave, our composition may be written, 
And seaPd between us. 

Gm. That's the next to do. 

Pom. We*ll feast eacli other, ere we part ; anc 
let us 
Draw lots who shall begin. 

Ant. That will I, Pompcy. 

Pom. No, Antony, take the lot : but, first, 
Or last, your fine Egyptian cookery 
Shall have the fame. 1 have heard, that Juliu> 

Caesar 
Grew fat with feasting there. 

Ant. You have heard much. 

Pom. I have fair meanings, sir. 

Ant. And fair words to them. 

Pom. Then so much have I heard : — 
And I have heard, Apollodorus carried — 

Eno. No more of that : — He did so. 

Pom. What, I pray you .f* 

Eno. A certain queen to Caesar in a mattress. 

Pmn. 1 know thee now: — How far'st thou, soldier: 

Eno. Well 

And well am like to do ; for, I perceive, 
Four feasts are toward. 

Pom. Let me shake thy hand 

I never hated thee : I have seen thee fight, 
When I have envied thy behaviour. 

Eno. Sir, 

I never lov'd you much ; but I have prais'd yon, 
When you have well deservM ten times as much 

(1) Scores, marks. 
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As I have said jou did. 

Pom, Enjoy thy plaiuneas, 

[t nothing ill becomes thee. — 
Aboard my galley I invite you all : 
Will you lead, lords.? 

Ccu. AnL Lep, Show us the way, sir. 

Pom, Come. 

[Exeunt Pompey, Caesar, Antony, Lepidus, 
Soldiers f and Attendants. 

Men. Thy father, Pompey, would ne'er hava 
made this treaty. — [Aside.] — You and I have 
known,) sir. 

Eno, At sea, I think. 

Men. We have, sir. 

Eno, Ycu have done well by water. 

Men. And you by land. 

Eno. I will praise any man that wiil praise me : 
though it cannot be denied what I have done by 
land. 

Men. Nor what l have done by water. 

Eno. Yes, something you can deny for your own 
safety : you have been a great thief by sea. 

Men. And you by land. 

Eno. There I deny my land service. But give 
me your hand, Menas : If our eyes had authority, 
here they might take two thieves kissing. 

Men. All men's faces are true, whatsoe'er their 
hands are. 

Eno. But there is never a fair woman has a true 
face. 

Men. ?^o slander ; they steal hearts. 

Eno. We came hither to fight with you. 

Men. For my part, I am sorry it is turned to a 
drinking. Pompey doth this way laugh away his 
fortune. ' 

Eno. If he do, sure, he cannot weep it back again. 

Men. You have skid, sir. We looked not for 
Mark Antony here ; Pray you, is he married to 
CIeoi)atra ? 

(1) Been acquainted. 
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Eno4 Ctesar's sister is called Octavia. 

Men. True, sir ; she was the wife of Caius Mar- 
cellus. 

Eno. But she is now the wife of Marcus Antoniua. 

Men. Pray you, sir? 

Eno. 'Tistrue. 

Men. Then is Caesar, and he, for ever knit to- 
gether. 

Eno. If I were bound to divine of this unity, 1 
would not prophesy so. 

Men. I think, the policy of that purpose made 
more in the marriage, than the love of the parlies. 

Eno. I think so too. But you shall find, the 
band that seems to tie their friendship tc^ether, 
ivill be the very strangler of their amity : Octavia 
is of holy, cold, and still conversation.! 

Men. Who would not have his wife so ? 

Eno. Not he, that himself is not so ; which is 
Mark Antony. He will to his Egyptian dish again : 
then shall the sighs of Octavia blow the fire up in 
Caesar; and, as I said before, that which is the 
strength of their amity, shall prove the immediate 
author of their variance. Antony will use his af- 
fection where it is ; he married but his occasion 
here. 

Men. And thus it may be. Come, sir, will yoa 
aboard .•* I have a health for you. 

Eno. I shall take it, sir : we have used our thix)ats 
in Egypt. 

Men. Come ; let's away. [Exeunt 

SCEJSTE Vll.—On hoard ?am^y\ galley, lying 
near Misenum. Music. Enter two or three 
Servants, with a banquet.^ 

1 Serv. Here they'll be, man : Some o'their 
plants' are ill-rooted already, the least wind i'the 
world will blow them down. 

2 Serv. Lcpidus is high-coloured. 

(1) Behaviour. (2) Dessert. (3) Feet. 
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1 Serv. Thev have made him drink tlms-drink. 

2 Serv. As thej pinch one another b/ (he dis- 
position, he cries out, no more ; reconciles them to 
his entreatTf and himself to the drink. 

1 Serv. But it raises the greater war between him 
and his discre4ion. 

2 Serv. Why, this it is to have a name in great 
men^s fellowship : I had as lief have a reed that will 
do ine no service, as a partizani [ could not heave. 

1 Serv. To be called into a huge sphere, and noC 
to be seen to move in*t, are the holes where eyes 
should be, which pitifully disaster the cheeks. 
A sennet sounded. Enter Csesar, Antony, Pompcy, 

Lepidus, Agnppa, Maecenas, Enobai bus, Menas, 

with other captains. 

Ani. Thus do they, sir : [To Caesar.] They take 
the flow o'the Nile 
By certain scales i'the pyramid ; they know, 
l^y the height, the lowness, or the mean,2 if dearth, 
Or foizon,3 follow ; The higher Nilus swells. 
The more it promises : as it ebbs, the seedsman 
Upon the slime and ooze scatters his grain, 
And shortly comes to han e*t. 

.iep. You have strange serpents there. 

Ant Ay, Lepidus. 

Lep. Your serpent of Eg}'pt is bred now of your 
mud, by the operation of >our sun: so is youi 
crocodile. 

Ant. They are sa 

Prnn. Sit,— and some wine. — A heal tlf to Lepidus. 

Lep. 1 am not so well as 1 should be, but 1*11 ne'er 
out. 

Eno. Not till jou have slept ; I fear me, youMI 
be in, till then. 

Lep. Nay, certainly, I have heard, the Ptolemies* 
pyramises'' are very goodly things ; without contra 
diction, I have heard that. 

(1) Pike. (2) Middle- (3) Plenty. 
(4) Pyramids. 
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Men. ft)mpey, a word. . [Aside. 

Pom. Say in mine ear : What is't ? 

Men. Forsake thy seat, 1 do beseech thee, captain, 

lAside, 
And hear me speak a word. 

Pom. Forbear me till anon. — 

This wine for Lepidus. 

Lep. What manner o'thing is your crocodile ? 

Ant. It is shaped, sir, like itself; and it is as 
>jroad as it hath breadth : it is just so high as it is, 
and moves with its own organs : it lives by that 
\vhich nourisheth it ; and the elements once out of 
it, it transmigrates. 

Lep. What colour is it off 

Ant. Of its owfi colour too. 

Lep. 'Tis a strange serpent. 

Ant. *Tis so. And the tears of it are wet 

C<B3. Will this description satisfy him .•* 

Ant. With the health that Pompey gives him, 
' slse he is a veiy epicure. 

Pom. [To Menas aside.] Go, hang, sir, hang ! 
Tell me of that .•* away I 
1)0 as I bid vou. — Whereas this cup I callM for f 

Men. If for the sake of merit tlKMi wilt hearnie, 
ilise from thy stool. [Aside. 

Pom^ I think, thou'rt mad. The matter? 

[RiseSy and walks aside. 

Men. I have ever held mv cap oft' to thy fortunes. 

Pom. Thou hast servM me with much fjiih : 
What's else to say f 
lid jolly, lords. 

Ant. These quick-sands, Lepidus, 

ICc.op off them, for you sink. 

Men. Wilt thou be lord of all the world ? 

Pom. What say'st thou ? 

Men. W^ilt thou be lord of the whole world? 
That's iwkc. 

Pom. How should that be? 

Men. But entertain it, and. 

Although thou think me |)oor, I am the man 
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Will give thee all the world. * 

Pom. Hast thoa dnink well ? 

Men. No, Pompey, I have kept me from the cup. 
Thou art, if thou dar'st be, the earthly Jove : 
Whatever the ocean pales,' ov sky inclips,^ 
Is thine, if thou wilt have't 

Pom. Show roe which waj. 

Men. These three world-sharers, these competi- 
tors,3 
Are in thy vessel : Let me cut the cable ; 
And, when we are put off, fall to their tluroats : 
All there is thine. 

Pom. Ah, this thou should^st have done. 

And not have spoke on*t ! In me, *tis villany ; 
In thee, it had been good service. Thou must know, 
'Tis not my profit 5»at does lead mine honour ; 
Mine honour, it Repent, that e*er thy tongue 
Hath so betrayed thine act : Being done unknown, 
I should have found it afterwards well done ; 
But must condemn it now. Desist, and drink. 

Men. For this, [Aside. 

ni never follow thy pall*d4 fortunes more. — 
Who seeks, and will not take, when once 'tisoffer'd, 
Shall never find it more. 

Pom. This health to I^epidus. 

Ant Bear him ashore. — ^I'll pledge it for him, 
Pompey. 

Eno. Here's to thee, Menas. 

Men. £nobart>U8, welcome. 

Pom. Fill, till the cup be hid. 

Eno. There's a strong fellow, Menas. 
[Pointing io the attendant who carries o/f Lepidua. 

Men. Why.? 

Eno. He bears 

The third part of the world, man ; See'st not ? 

Men. The third part then is drunk: 'Would it 
were all, 

(1) Encompasses. (2) Embraces. 
(3) Confederates. (4) Cloyed. 
VOL. VIL I 
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Tliat it might go on wheels ! 
Eno. Drink thou ; increase the reels. 
Men. Come. 

Pom. This is not yet an Alexandrian feast 
AnU It ripens towardsit. — Strike thevessels^'ho J 
Here is to Caesar. 

C(BS. I could well forbear it. 

It^s monstrous labour, when I wash my brain. 
And it grows fouler. 
Ant, Be a child o*the time. 

Cats. Possess? it, V\\ make answer : but I ha<) 
rather fast 
From all, four days, than drink so much in one. 

Eno. Ha, my brave emperor ! [2'o Antony. 
Shall we dance now the Egyptian Bacchanals, 
And celebiate our drink f . 

Pmn. Let's ha't, good soldier. 

Ant. Come, let us all take hands. 
Till that the conquering wine hath steepM our sense 
In soft and delicate Lethe. 

Eno. All take hands. — 

Make battery to our ears with the loud music : — 
The while*, V\\ place you : Then the boy shall sing: 
The holding^ every man shall bear, as loud 
As his strong sides can volley. 

[Music plavs. Enobarbus places them hand 
in hand. 

SONG. 
Camt, thou monarch of the vine, 
Plumpy Bacchus, with pink eyne ^ 
In thy vats our cares be drowned ; 
With thy grapes our hairs be crowned; 
Cup vSj iUl the world go round; 
Cup usy till the world go round ! 
C(BS. What would you more .?— Pompey, good 
night. Good brother, 
Let me request you off: our graver business 

(1) Kettle-drums. (2) Understand. 

(3) Burden, chorus. (4) Red eyes. 
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Frowns at this levity. — Gentle lords, let's part 
You see, we have burnt our cheeks : strong Eno> 

barbe 
Is weaker than the wine ; and mine own tons^e 
Splits what it speaks ; the wild disguise hath almost 
AnticM us all. What needs more words f (>ood 

night. — 
Good Antony, your hand. 
Fom. 1*11 try you o'the shore. 

Ant. And shall, sir : give's your hancl. 
Pom. O, Antony, 

You have my father's house, — But what ? we arc 

friends : 
Come, down into the boat. 

Eno. Take heed you fall not. — 

[Exevnt Pom. Caes. Ant. anil Aitendanls. 
Mcnas, I'll not on shore. 

Men. No, to my cabin. — 

These drums ! — these trumpets, flutes ! what I — 
Let Neptune hear wc bid a loud farewell 
To these great fellows: Sound, and be hang'd, 
sound out. 

[A flourish of immpeis^ with drums. 
Eno. Ho, says 'a ! — There's my cap. 
Men. Ho ! — noble captai.i ! 

Come. [ExeunL 



ACT in. 

SCEJ^E I.— A plain in S^ria. Enter Venti- 
dius, as ajter conquest^ with Silius,. and other 
Romansj Officers^ and Soldiers ; the dead body 
of Pacorus borne before him. 

Fen. Now, darting Parthia, art thou struck ; and 
now 
Pleas'd fortune does of Marcus Crassus' death 
iVIake me revenger. — Bear the king's son's body 
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Before our arrmr : — Thy Pacorus, Orodes,! 
Pays this for Marcus Crassus. 

SU. Noble Ventidius, 

Whilst yet with Parthian blood thy sword is warm, 
The fugitive Parthians follow; spur through Media, 
Mesopotamia, and the shelters whither 
The routed fly : so thy grand captain Antony 
Shall set thee on triumphant chariots, and 
Put garlands on thy head. 

Ven. O Silius, Silius, 

I have done enough: A lower place, note well, 
May make too great an act : For learn this, Silius ; 
Better leave undone, than by our deed acquire 
Too high a fame, when him we serve's away. 
Csesar, antl Antony, have ever won 
More in their c^cer, than person : Sossius, 
One of my place in Syria, bis lieutenant. 
For quick accumulation of renown, 
Which he achieved by the minute, lost his favour. 
Who does i'the wars more than his captain can, 
- Becomes his captain's captain : and ambition. 
The soldier's virtue, rather makes choice of loss. 
Than gain, which darkens him. 
I could do more to do Antonius good, 
But 'twould offend him ; and in his offence 
Should my i)erformance perish. 

SU. Thou Jiast, Ventidius, 

That without which a soldier, and his sword. 
Grants scarce distinction. Thou wilt write to An- 
tony? 

Ven. ril humbly signify what in his name. 
That madcal word of war, we have effected ; 
How, witn his banners, and his well-paid ranks. 
The ne'er-yet-beaten horse of Parthia 
We have jaded out o'the field. 

SU. Where is he now.' 

Ven, He purposeth to Athens: whither with 
what haste 

(1) Pacoms was the son of Orodes, king of Pkrthia» 
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The weight we must convey with us will permit. 
We shall appear before him. — On, there; past 
along. [Exeunt 

SCEJVE //.—Rome. An ante-chamber in Cae- 
sar's house. Enter Agrippa, and Enobarbus, 
meeting. 

Agr, "What, are the brothers parted ? 

Eno. They have despatched with Poropey, he is 
gone; 
The other three arc sealing. Octavia weeps 
To part from Rome : Caesar is sad ; and Lepidus, 
Since Pompey*s feast, as Menas says, is troubled 
With the green sickness. 

Agr. Tis a noble Lepidus. 

Eno. A very fine one : O, how he loves Caesar ! 

Agr. Nay, but how dearly he adores Mark An- 
tony! 

Eno, Caesar.? Why, he's the Jupiter of men. 

Agr. What's Antony .i* The god of Jupiter. 

Eno. Spake you of Caesar.^ How.? the nonpareil ! 

Agr. O Antony ! O thou Arabian bird !* 

Eno. Would you praise Caesar, say,— Caesar; — 
go no further. 

Agr. Indeed, he ply'd them both with excellent 
praises. 

Eno. But he loves Caesar best ; — Yet he loves 
Antony : 
Ho! hearts, tongues, figures, scribes, bards, poets, 

cannot 
Think, speak, cast, write, sing, number, ho, his love 
To Antony. But as for Caesar, 
Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder. 

Agr. Both he loves. 

Eno. They are his shards,^ and he their beetle. 
So, — [Trumpets. 

This is to horse. — Adieu, noble Agrippa. 

Agr. Goodfortune, worthy soldier; and farewell. 

(1) The phoenix. (2) Wings. 
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Enter Coesar, Antony, Lepidus, and Octavia. 

Ant, No further, sir. 

Cces. You take (ix>m me a great part of myself; 
Use me well in it, — Sister, prove such a wife 
As my thoughts make thee, and as my furthest band' 
Shall pass on thy approof. — Most noble Antoi»y, 
Let not the piece of virtue,^ which is set 
lietwixt us, as the cement of our love, 
To keep it builded, be the ram, to batter 
Tha fortress of it : for better might we 
Have loved without this mean, if on both parts 
This be not cherish'd. 

Ant. Make me not offended 

In your distrust. 

Ccus. I have said. 

Ant. You shall not find. 

Though you be therein curious,' the least cause 
For what you seem to fear : So, the gods keep you. 
And make the hearts of Romans serve your ends ! 
We will here part. 

Cces. Farewell, my dearest sister, fare thee well ; 
The elements^ be kind to thee, and make 
Thy spirits all of comfort ! fare thee well. 

Octa. My noble brother I — 

Ant. The April's in her eyes: It is love's spring. 
And these the showers to bring it on. — Be cheerful. 

Octa. Sir, look well to my husband's house ; and — 

Cces. What, 

Octavia.^ 

Octa. Pll tell you in your ear. 

Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can 
Her heart inform her tongue: the swan's down 

feather. 
That stands upon the swell at full of tide, 
And neither way inclines. 

Eno. Will Caesar weep f [Aside to Agnjppa. 

Agr. He has a cloud in's face 

(1) Bond. (2) Octavia. (3) Scrupulous 
(4) Of air and water. 
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Eno. He were the worse for that, were be a hone 4 
So is he, being a man. 

Agr. ^VtEnobarbot? 

When Antony found Julius Caesar dead, 
He cried almost to roaring : and he wept. 
When at Philippi he found Brutus slain. 

Eno. That year, indeed, he was troubled with 4 
rheum; 
What willingly he did confound,! he wail*d : 
Believe it, till I weep too. 

Qm. No, sweet Octavia, 

You shall hear from me still ; the time shall not 
Out-go my thinking on you. 

Ani. Come, sir, come ; 

I'll wrestle with you in my strength of love : 
Look, here I have you ; thus I let you go, 
And give you to the gods. 

Ccts. Adieu ; be happy ! 

Lep. Let all the number of the stars give lighl 
To thy fair way ! 

Ccu. Farewell, farewell ! 

[Kissex Octavift. 

Ant Farewell 

[ Trwnpets sound. Exeun t 

SCB^E ///.—Alexandria. A room in thepa^ 
ace. Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, on 
Alexas. 

C7eo. Where is the fellow ? 

Alex. Half afeard to comp. 

Cleo. (lO to, go to : — Come hither, sir. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Alex. Good majcslj 

Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you, 
But when you are well pleas'd. 

Cleo. That Herod's head 

I'll have : But how ? when Antony is gone, 

(1) Destroy. 
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Through whom I might command it.— Come thou 
near. 

JMess. Most gracious majesty, — 

aeo. Didst thou behold 

Octavia ? 

Mess, Ay, dread queen. 

Cleo, Where? 

Mess. Madam, in Rome 

I lookM her In the face ; and saw her led 
Between her brother and Mark Antony. 

Cleo. Is she as tall as me ? 

Mess. She is not, madam. 

Qeo. Didst hear her speak ? Is she shrill-tongu'd, 
or low ? 

Mess. Madam, I heard her speak ; ^e is low- 
voic'd. 

Cleo. That's not so good : — he cannot like her long. 

Ouxr. Like her.'' O Isis ! 'tis impossible. 

Cleo. 1 think so, Channiaa : Dull of tongue, and 
dwarfish ! — 
"What majesty is in her gait ^ Remember, 
If e'er thou look'dst on majesty. 

Mess. She creeps ; 

Her motion and her station^ are as one: 
She shows a body rather than a life ; 
A statue, than a breather. 

Cleo. Is this certain ? 

Mess. Or I have no observance. 

Char. Three in Egypt 

Cannot make better note. 

Cleo. He's vegr knowing, 

I do perceive't : — ^There's nothing m her yet : — 
The fellow has good judgment. 

Char.. Excellent. 

Cleo. Guess at her years, I pr'ythee. 

Mess. Madam, 

She was a widow. 

Cleo. W^idow.' — Charmian, haik. 

(1) Standing. 
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Mess. And I do think, she*s thirty. 

CIm. Bear*8t thou her fitce in inind ? is it long, 
or round ? 

Mess, Round even to faultiness. 

CUo. For the most part loo, 

rhey are foolish that are sa — Her hair, what colour^ 

Juess, Brown, madam : Andher forehead is as low 
Vs she would wish it. 

CUo, There is gold for thee. 

Thou must not take my former uiarjMiess ill : 
1 will employ thee back again ; I find thee 
/ 4ost fit for business : Go, make thee ready ; 
Our letters are prepar'd. [Exit Messenger. 

Char, A proper man. 

Cleo. Indeed, he is so : I repent me much, 
nrhat so I hany'd* him. Why, methinks, by him, 
Ttiis creature*s no such thing. 

Char, O, nothing, madam. 

Cleo, The man hath seen some majesty, and 
should know. 

Oiar, Hath he seen majesty? Isis else defend. 
And serving you so long ! 

CUo. I have one thing more to ask him yet, good 
Charmian : — 
Hut 'tis no matter ; thou shalt bring him to me 
Where I will write : All may be well enough. 

Char. I warrant you, madam. [Exewni. 

SCEJ^E ir.— Athens. A room in Antony's 
house. Enter Antony and Octavia. 

Ant. Nay, nay, Octavia, not only that, — 
That were excusable, that, and thousands more 
Of semblable import,^ — but he hath wag'd 
New wars 'gainst Pompey; made his Tt^ill, and 

read it 
To public ear : 
Spoke scantly of me : when perforce he could not* 

(1) Pulled, lugged. (2) Similar tendency. 
(3) Could not help. 
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fiut pay me terms of honour, cold and sickly 
He vented^ tbein; most narrow measure lent mo : 
When the best hint was given him, he not took't. 
Or did it from his teeth.2 

Oct. O my good lord, 

Believe not all ; or, if you must believe, 
Stomach^ not all. A more unhappy lady, 
If this division chance, ne'er stood between. 
Praying for both parts : 
And tl^ good gods will mock me presently. 
When 1 shall pray, O, bless my lord and husband! 
Undo that prayer, by crying out as loud, 
O, bless my brother ! Husband win, win brother, 
Prays, and destroys the prayer ; no midway 
'Twixt these extremes at all. 

Ant. Gentle Octavia, 

Let your best love draw to that point, which seeks 
Best to preserve it : If I lose mine honour, 
I lose myself: better I were not yours, 
Than yours so branchless. But, as you requested, 
Yourself shall go between us : The mean time, lady, 
I'll raise the preparation of a war 
Shal 1 stain^ your brother ; Make your soonest haste ; 
So your desires are yours. 

Oct. Thanks to my lord. 

The Jove of power make me most weak, most 

weak, 
Your reconciler ! Wars 'twixt you twain would bo 
As if the world should cleave, and that slain men 
Should solder* up the rift.6 

Ant. When it appears to you where this begin?. 
Turn your displeasure that way ; ibr our faults 
Can never be so 6<]ual, that your love 
Can equally move with them. Provide your going; 
Choose your own company, and command what cost 
Your heart has mind to. [Exeunt 

( 1 ) Published. (2) Indistinct, through his teeth. 
(3) Resent. (4) Disgrace. (5) Cement, cloie. 
(6) Opening. 
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SCEA''E V.—Tke same. Another room in tht 
aame. Enter Eiiobai-biu and Eros, meeting. 

Eno. How now, friend Eros ? 

Eros. There's stituige news come, sir. 

Eno. What, man ? 

Eros. Caesar and Leptdas have made wars upai 
Pomi^ey. 

Eno. This is old ; What is the success ?1 

Eros. Caesar, having made use of him^ in the 
wars Against Pompey, presently denied him rival - 
ity ;5 would not let him partake in the glory of the 
action : and not resting here, accuses him of let- 
ters he had formerly wrote to Pompey ; upon his 
own appeal,^ seizes him : So the poor third is up, 
till death enlarge his confine. 

Eno. Then, world, thou hast a pair of chaps, no 
more; 
And throw between them all the food thou hast. 
They'll grind the one the other. Where's Antony? 

Eros. He's walking in the garden — thus ; and 
spurns 
The rush that lies before him ; cries, Fooly Lepidus! 
And threats the throat of that his ofiker. 
That murder'd Pompey. 

Eno. Our great navy's ri^ed. 

Eros. For Italy, and Coesar. More, Domitius ; 
My lord desires you presently : my news 
I might have told hereafter. * 

Eno. 'Twill be naught : 

But let it be. — Bring me to Antony. 

Eros. Come, sir. [Exeunt. 

SCEJSTE F7.— Rome. A room m Caesar's Jumse. 
Enter Caesar, Agrippa, and Maecenas. 

Qes. Contemning Rome, he has done all this : 
And more ; 
In Alexandria, — here's the manner of it, — 

(1) What follows. (2) i. e. Lepidus. 

(3) Equal rank. (4) Accusation. 
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I'the market-place, on a tribunal silver'd, 
Cleopatra and himself, in chairs of gold, 
Were publicly enthronM: at the feet, sat 
Csesarion, whom they call my father's son ; 
And all the unlawful issue, that their lust 
Since then hath made between them. Unto her 
He gave the Establishment of Egjpt; made her 
Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, 
Absolute queen. 

Jlfcec This in the public eye ? 

Ccu. I'the common show-place, where they ex- 
erose. 
His sons he there proclaimed. The kings of kings : 
Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia, 
He gave to Alexander ; to Rolemy he assigned 
Syria, Cilicia, and Phoenicia : She 
In the habiliments of the goddess Isis 
That day appeared ; and oft before gave audience. 
As 'tis reported, so. 

Mac. Let Rome be thus 

Inform'd. • 

Agr. Who, queasyl with his insolence 
Already, will their gooa thoughts call from him. 

C(BS. The people know it ; and have now receiv'd 
His accusations. 

Agr. Whom does he accuse } 

Ccus. Caesar : and that, having in Sicily 
Sextus Pornpeius spoil'd, we had not rate^ him 
His part o'the isle : then does he say, he lent me 
Some shipping unrestor'd : lastly, he frets. 
That Lepidus of the triumvirate 
Should be depos'd ; and, being, that we detain 
All his revenue. 

Agr, Sir, this should be answer'd. 

Cos. 'Tis done already, and the messenger gone. 
I have told him, Lepidus was grown too cruel ; 
That he his high authority abus'd. 
And did deserve his change ; for what I have con- 
quer'd, 

(1) Sick, disgusted. (2) . 
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I grant him part ; but then, in his Armenia, 
And other (x his conquerM kingdoms, I 
Demand the like. 
J^iatc. He'll never ^eld to that 

Ota, Nor must not then be yielded to in this. 

Enter Octavia. 

Oct Hail, Caesar, and my lord ! hail, most dear 
Caesar! 

Ccea. That ever I should call thee, cast away ! 

Oct. You have not call'd me so, nor have you 
cause. 

Cess. Why have you stol'n upon us thus? You 
come not 
Like Caesar's sister : The wife of Antony 
Should have an array for an usher, and 
The neighs of horse to tell oS her approach, 
Long ere she did appear ; the trees by the way. 
Should have borne men ; and expectation fainted, 
Longing for what it had not : nay, the dust 
Should have ascended to the roof of heaven, 
Rais'd by your populous troops: But you are 

come 
A market-maid. to Rome ; and have prevented 
The ostenti of our love, which, left unshown. 
Is often left unlov'd : we should have met you 
By sea, and land ; supplying every stage 
With an augmented greeting. 

Oct. Good my lord. 

To come thus was I not constrained, but did it 
On my free will. My lord, Mark Antony, 
Hearing that you prej^rat'd for war, acquainted 
My grieved ear withal ; whereon, I begg'd 
His pardon for icturn. 

C(BS' \^Tiich soon he granted, 

Being an obstructs 'tween his lust and him. 

Oct. Do not say so, my lord. 

Cas. I have eyes upon him, 

(1) Show, token. (2) Obstruction. 
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And his afl'airs come to me on the wind. 
Where is he now ? 

Oct. My lord, in Athens. 

C(BS. No, my most wronged sister ; Cleopatra 
Hath nodded him to her. He hath given his empire 
Up to a whore ; who now are levying 
The kings oHhe earth for war : He hath assembled 
JBocchus, the king of Libya ; Archelaus, 
Of Cappadocia ; Philadelphos, king 
Of Paphlagonia ; the Thracian king, Adallas : 
King Malchus of Arabia ; king of Pont ; 
Herod of Jewry ; Mithridates, king 
Of Comagene ; Polemon and Amintas, 
The kings of Mede, and Lycaonia, with a 
More larger list of sceptres. 

Oct. Ah me, most wretched, 

That have my heart parted betwixt two friends, 
That do afflict each other .' 

Goes. Welcome hither : 

Your letters did withhold our breaking forth ; 
Till we perceiv'd, both how you were wrong led, 
And we in negligent danger. Cheer your heart : 
Be you not troubled with the time, which drives 
O'er your content these stronc necessities ; 
But let determin'd things to destiny 
Hold unbewail'd their way. Welcome to Rome : 
Nothing more dear to me. You are abus'd 
Beyond the mark of thought : and the high gods. 
To do you justice, make Uicm ministers 
Of us, and those that love you. Best of comfort ; 
And ever welcome to us. 

Agr. WelcOTie, lady. 

Moic. Welcome, dear madam. 
Each heart in Rome does love and pity you : 
Only the adulterous Antony, most large 
In his abominations, turns you off; 
And gives his potent regiment^ to a trull ,2 
That noises it' against us. 

(1) Government. (2) Harlot (3) Threatens. 
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Oct Is it so, sir ? 

Gw. Most certain. Sister, welcome : Pray yea. 
Be ever kuown to patience : My deare^jt sister ! 

[KxeunL 

SCEJSTE VII. — Antony '8Crtmp,n«»r/Atf /iromon- 
tory qf Actiuni. Enter Cleopatra tuid Eno* 
baroos. 

Cleo. I will be even with thee, doubt it not 

Eno. But why, why, why i* 

Cleo, Thou hast forspoke' my being in theae 
wars; 
And say^st, it is not fit 

Eno. Well, is it, is it ? 

Geo. IsU not ? Denounce against us, why should 
not we 
Be there in person ? 

Eno. [Aside.] Well, I could reply :— 
If we should serve with horse and mares t(^cther. 
The horse were merely^ lost; tlie mares would bear 
A soldier, and his horse. 

CUo. What is't you say .' 

Eno. Your presence needs mu«t puzzle Antony ; 
Take from his neart, take from his brain, from his 

time. 
What should not then be spared. He is already 
Traduced for levity ; and 'tis said in Rome, 
That Photinus an eunuch, and your maids, 
Manage this war. 

Cleo. Sink Rome ; and their tongues rot. 

That speak against us ! A chai-ge we bear i'the war. 
And, as the president of my kingdom, will 
Appear there for a man. Speak not against it ; 
I will not stay behind. 

Eno. Nay, I have done : 

Here comes the emperor. 

Enter Antony and Canidius. 

Ant Is't not strange, Canidius, 

(1) Forbid (2) Absolutely 
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That from Tarentmn, and Brundvsium, 
He could so quickly cut the Ionian sea, 
And take in^ Toryne? — You have heard on't, sweet .' 

Cleo. Celerity is never inore.adnur''d, 
Than by the n^ligent 

Ant. A good rebuke, 

Which might have well becoinM the best of men, 
To taunt at slackness. — Canidius, we 
Will fight with him by sea. 

CUo, By sea ! What el-e :' 

Can. WTiy will my lord do so ? 

Ant. For2 he dares us to't. 

Eno. So hath my lord dar'd him to single fight. 

Can. Ay, and to wage this battle at Pharsalia, 
Where Caesar fought with Pompey : But these offers, 
Which serve not for his vantage, he shakes off; 
And so should you. 

Eno. Your ships are not well mannM : 

Your mariners arc muleteers,^ reapers, people 
f ngrossM by swift impress ;4 in Caesar's fleet 
A re those, that often have 'gainst Pompey fought : 
Their ships are yare \^ yours, heavy.6 No disgrace 
Shall fall you for refusing him at sea, 
Being prepared for land. 

Ant. By sea, by sea. 

Euc Most worthy sir, you therein throw away 
The a^ olute soldiership you have by land; 
Distract your army, which doth most consist 
Of wai-markM foot-men ; leave unexecuted 
Your ovn renowned knowledge ; quite forego 
The \v. y which promises assurance; and 
Give up yourself merely to chance and hazard, 
From fijin security. 

Ant. ril fight at sea. 

Cleo. I have sixty sails,^ Caesar none better. 

Ant. Our overplus of shipping will we bum ; 

(1) Take, subdue. (2) Because. 

(3) Mule-drivers. (4) Pressed in haste. 

(5^ l^ady. (6) Incumbered. (7) Ships. 
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And, with Ae rest full inaim*d, from the head oT 

Actinm 
Beat the approaching Caesar. But if we fiul, 

EnUr a Messenger. 

We then can doUat land. — Thy business ? 

Mess, The news is true, my lord ; he is descried ; 
Csesar has taken Toiyne. 

Ant. Can he be there in person ? *tis impossible ; 
Strang that his power sh<HiId be.i — Canidius, 
Our nineteen lemons thou shalt hold by land, 
And our twelve uiousand horse : — We*ll to our ship; 

Enter a Soldier. 

Away, my Thetis !^— How now, worthy soldier? 

Sold. O noble emperor, do not fight by sea ; 
Trust not to rotten planks : Do yoa misdoubt 
This sword, and these my wounds ? Let the Egyp- 
tians, 
And the Phoenicians, go a ducking ; we 
Have used to conquer, standing on the earth, 
And fighting foot to foot 

Ant. Well, well, away. 

J Exeunt Antony, Cleopatra, and Enobarbus. 
d. By Hercules, I think, I am iHhe right 
Can. Soldier, thou art: but his whole action 
grows 
Not in the power on't : So our leader's led, 
And we are women*s men. 

Sold. You keep by land 

The legions and the horse whole, do you not .•* 

Can. Marcus Octavius, Marcus Justeius, 
Publicola, and Caelius, are for sea : 
But we keep whole by land. This speed of Caesar's 
Carries^ beycmd belief. 
Sold. While he was yet in Rome, 

(1) Strange that his forces should be there. 

(2) Cleopatra. (3) Goes. 
VOL. vii. K 
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His power' went out in such distractious,^ as 
B^uilM all spies. 

Can, Wbo^s his lieutenant, hear you ? 

Sold. They say, one Taurus. 

Can, Well I know the man. 

Enter a JVfessenger. 

Mess. The emperor calls for Canidius. 
Can. With news the timers with labour; and 
throes' forth, 
Each minute, some. [Exeunt. 

SCEJfE nil.— A plain near Actium. EnUr 
Caesar, Taurus, Officers^ and others. 

Cces. Taurus, — 

Tau. My lord. 

Qbs. Strike not by land ; keep whole : 

Provoke not battle, till we have done at sea. 
Do not exceed the prescript of this scroll : 
Our fortune lies upon this jump.4 [Exeunt 

Enter Antony and Enobarbus. 
Ant. Set we our squadrons on yon* side o'the hill, 
In eye* of Caesar's battle ; from which place 
We may the number of the ships behold. 
And so proceed accordingly. [Exeunt. 

Enter Canidius, wiarc/tmg- with his land army one 
way over the stage ; and Taurus, the lieutenant 
of Caesar, the other way. After their going in, 
is heard the noise of a sea-Jight. 

Alarum. Re-enter Enobarbus. 

Enor Naught, naught, all naught . I can behold 
no longer : 
The Antoniad,6 the Egyptian admiral, 

(1) Forces. (2) Detachments, separate bodies. 
(3) Agonizes. (4) Hazard. (5) Sight 
(6) Name of Cleopatra's ship. 
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With all their sixty, flj, and turn the mdder ; 
To sce*t, mine eyes are blasted. 

Enter Scarus. 

Scar. Gods, and goddenei, 

All the whole synod of them ! 

Eno. ' What's thy passioo? 

Scar. The greater cantle^ of the world is lobt 
With very ignorance ; we have kiss'd amraj 
Kingdoms and provinces. 

Eno. How appears the fight ? 

Scar. On oar side like the tokenVP pestilence. 
Where death is sure. Yon* ribald-rid nag* of Egypt, 
Whom leprosy overtake ! i*the midst o'ths fight,^ 
When vantage like a pair of twins appeared. 
Both as the same, or rather ours the elder,*— 
The brize& upon her, like a cow in June, 
Hoists sails, and flies. 

Eno. That I beheld : mine eyei 

Did sicken at the sight oa't, and could not 
Endure a further view. 

Scar. She once being loof *d,* 

The noble ruin of her magic, Antony, 
Claps on his sea-wing, and like a doting mallard. 
Leaving the fight in height, flies after her : 
I never saw an action of such shame ; 
Experience, manhood, honour, ne'er I«ibre 
Did violate so itself 

Eno. Alack, alack ! 

Enter Canidius. 
Can. Our fortune on the sea is out of breath. 
And sinks most lamentably. Had our general 
Been what he knew himself, it had gone well : 
0, he has given example for our flight, 

(1) Comer. (2) Spotted. 

(3) Lewd, common strumpet (4) Better. 

(5) The gad-fly, that stings cattle. 

(6) Brought close to the wind. 
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Most grossly, by his own. 

Eno. Ay, are you thereabouts? Why then, good 
night 
Indeed. [Aside. 

Can. Towards Peloponnesus are they fled. 

Scar. 'Tis easy to*t ; and there I will attend 
What further comes. 

Can. To Caesar will I render 

My legions, and my horse ; six kings already 
Show me the way of yielding. 

Eno. ril yet follow 

The wounded chance of Antony, though my reason 
Sits in the wind against me. [ExeurU. 

SCEJVE IX. — Alexandria. A room in the pal- 
ace. Enter Antony, and Attendants. 

Ant. Hark, the land bids me tread no more upon't, 
It is asham'd to bear me ! — Friends, come hither, 
I am so latedi in the world, that I 
Have lost my way for ever : — I have a ship 
Laden with gold ; take that, divide it; fly, 
And make your peace with Caesar. 

Att. Fly! not we. 

Ant. I have fled myself; and have instructed 
cowards 
To run, and show their shoulders. — Friends, be 

gone; 
I have myself resolvM upon a course, 
Which has no need of you ; be gone : 
My treasure's in the harbour, take it. — O, 
I K)llowM that I blush to look upon : 
My very hairs do mutiny ; for the white 
Reprove the brown for rashness, and they them 
For fear and doting. — Friends, be gone : you shall 
Have letters from me to some friends that will 
Sweep your way for vou. Pray you, look not sad, 
Nor make replies of loathness : take the hint 
Which my despair proclauns ; let that be left 

(1) Belated, benighted. 
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Which leaves itself: to the wia-side straightway : 
I will possess you of that ship and treasure. 
Leave me, I pray, a little ; *pray you now : — 
Nay, do so ; for, indeed, I have lost command, 
Therefore I pray you : — I'll see you by and by. 

[Siis doum. 

Enter Eros, caid Cleopatra, Ud by Charmian and 
Iras. 

Eros. Nay, gentle madam, tohim : — Comforthim. 

Iras. Do, most dear queen. 

Char. Do ? Why, what else > 

Cleo. Let me sit down. O Juno ' 

Ant. No, no, no, no, no. 

Eros. See you here, sir .' 

Ant. O fie, fie, fie. 

Char. Madam, — 

Iras. Madam ; O good empress ! — 

Eros. Sir, sir, — 

Ant. Yes, my lord, yes ; — He,^ at Philippi, kept 
His sword even like a dancer ; while I struck 
The lean and wrinkled Cassius ; and *twa8 I, 
That the mad Brutus ended : he alone 
Dealt oa lieutenantry,^ and no practice had 
In the bKive squares of war : Yet now — ^No matter. 

Cleo. Ah, stand by. 

Eros. The queen, my lord, the queen. 

Iras. Go to him, madam, speak to him; 
He is unqualitied^ with very shame. 

Cleo. Well then,— Sustain me :— O ! 

Eros. Most noble sir, arise; the queen ap- 
proaches ; 
Her head's declined, and death will seize her; but* 
Your comfort makes the rescue. 

Ant. I have (tended reputation ; 
A most unnoble swerving. 

Er(^. Sir, the queen. 

(1) Caesar. (2) Fought by his officen. 

(3) Divested of his faculties. (4) Unless. 
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Ant. O, whither hast thou led me, Egypt ? See, 
How I convey my shame out of thine eyes, 
By looking back on what I have left behind, 
'Stroy'd in dishonour. 

Cleo. O my lord, my lord ! 

Forgive mv fearful sails ! I little thought, 
You would have followed. 

Anl. Egypt, thou knew'st too well, 

My heart was to thy rudder tied by the strings. 
And thou should^st tow me after : 0*er my spirit 
Thy full supremacy thou knew'st ; and that 
Thy beck might from the bidding of the gods 
Command me. 

Clm. O, my pardon. 

Aid, Now I must 

To the young man send humble treaties, dodge 
And palter in the shifts of lowness ; who 
With half the bulk o'the world play*d as I pleased, 
Making, and marring fortunes. You did know, 
How much you were my conqueror ; and that 
My sword, made weak by my affection, would 
Obey it on all cause. 

CUo, O pardon, pardon. 

AnJt. Fall not a tear, I say ; one of them rates' 
All that is won and lost : Give me a kiss ; 
Even this repays me. — We sent our schoolmaster, 
Is he come back ? — Love, I am full of lead : — 
Some wine, within there, and our viands : — For- 
tune knows. 
We scorn her most, when most she offers blows. 

\Kxtunt, 

SCEJ^E X— Caesar's camp^ in Egypt. Enter 
Caesar, Dolabella, Thyreus, and others. 

Qbs. Let him appear that's come from Antony. — 
Know you him f 
DoL Caesar, *tis his schoolmaster •? 

(1) Values. 

(2) EuphroniuSi schoolmaster to Antony's chil 
dren. 
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An argument that he is pluckM, when hither 
He sencU so poor a pinion of hii win:^, 
Which had superfluous kings for messengers, 
Not many nxions gone by. 

Eater Euphronius. 

Ccts. Approach, and speak. 

Eup. Such as I am, I come from Antony : 
I was of late as petty to his ends, 
As is the mom-dew on the myrtle leaf 
To his grand sea.^ 

Cos, Be it so ; Declare thine office. 

Eup. Lord of his fortunes he salutes thee, and 
Requires to live in Egypt : which not granted, 
He lessens his requests; and to thee sues 
To let him breathe between the heavens and earth, 
A private man in Athens : This for him. 
Next, Cleopatra does confess thy greatness ; 
Submits her to thy might ; and of thee craves 
The circle^ of the Ptolemies for her heirs, 
Now hazarded to thy grace. 

Caa. For Antony, 

I have no ears to his request. The queen 
Of audience, nor desire, shall fail ; so she 
From Egypt drive her all-disgraced friend,' 
Or take his life there : This if she perform. 
She shall not sue unheard. So to them both. 

Eup. Fortune pursue titee I 

Cccs. Bring him through the bands. 

[iCxt/ Euphronius. 
To try thy eloquence, now 'tis time : Despatch ; 
From Antony win Cleopatra : promise, 

[To Thyreus. 
And in our name, what she requires ; add more, 
From thine invention, oflers : women are not, 
In their best fortunes, strong: but want will P^ure 
The ne*er-touch'd vestal : Tiy thy cunning, Thy- 
reus; 

fl) As is the dew to the sea. 

(2) Diadem, the crown. (3) Paramour. 
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Makn Ihine own edict for thy pains, which we 
Will answer as a law. 

Thyr. Caesar, I go. 

Cces. Observe how Antony becomes his flaw ;* 
And what thou think^st his very action speaks 
In every power that moves. 

Thyr. Caesar, I shall. [Eoce. 

SCEJVE Xf.— Alexandria. A room in the pal- 
ace. Enter Cleopatra, Enobaibus, Charmian^ 
and Iras. 

Cleo. What shall we do, Enobarbus ? 
Eno. Think, and die. 

Cleo. Is Antony, or we, in fault for this.^ 
Eno. Antony only, that would make his will 
Tjord of his reason. What although you fled 
From that great face of war, whose several ranges 
Frighted each other .•* why should he follow f 
The itch of his afiection should not then 
Have nick'd his captainship ; at such a point. 
When half to half the world opposM, he being 
The mered question :2 'Twas a shame no less 
Than was his loss, to course your flying flags, 
And leave his navy gazing. 
Qeo. Pr*ythee, peace 

Enier Antony, toiih Euphronius. 

Ant. Is this his answer.^ 

Eup. Ay, my lord. 

Ant. The queen 

Shall then hav^ courtesy, so she will yield 
Us up. 

Eup. He says so. 

Ant. Let her know it — 

To the boy Caesar send this grizzled head, 
And he will fill thy wishes to the brim 
With principalities. 

(1) Conforms himself to this breach of his fortune 

(2) The only cause of the dispute. 
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CUo. That head, my lord ? 

jin<. To him ag^ain ; Tell him, he wears the rose 
or youth upon him ; from which the world should 

note 
Something particular : his coin, ships, legions, 
May be a coward^s ; whose ministers would pre- 
vail 
Under the service of a child, as soon 
As i*the command of Caesar : I dare him therefore 
To lay his gay comparisons^ apart, 
And answer me declinM,^ sword against sword, 
Ourselves alone : 1*11 write it ; follow me. 

[Exeunt Antony and Euphronius. 

Eno. Yes, like enough, high-battled Caesar will 
Unstate his happiness, and be stagM to the show, 
Against a sworder. — I see, men*s iudgments are 
A parcel' of their fortunes ; and things outward 
Do draw the inward quality after them. 
To suffer all alike. That he should dream. 
Knowing all measures, the full Caesar will 
Answer his emptiness ! — Caesar, thou hast subdued 
His judgment too. 

Enter an Attendant 

*^U. A messenger fwMn Caesar. 

Cieo. What, no more ceremony.^ — See, my 
women ! — 
Against the blown rose may they stop their noae. 
That kneePd unto the buds. — Admit him, sir. 

Eno. Mine honesty, and I, begin to square.^ . 

[Aside. 
The loyalty well held to fools, does make 
Our faith mere folly :— Yet, he, that can endure 
To follow with allegiance a fallen lord. 
Does conquer him that did his master ccmquer, 
And earns a place i*the story. 

(1) Circumstances of splendor. 

(2) In age and power. 

(3) Are of a piece with them. (4) Quarrel. 
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Enter Thyreus. 

CUo. Caesar's will ? 

Thyr. Hear it apart. 

CUo, None but friends ; say boldly 

Thyr. So, haply,^ are they friends to Antony. 

Eno. He needs as many, sir, as Csesar has; 
Or needs not us. If Caesar please, our master 
"Will leap to be his friend : For us, you know, 
Whose he is, we are ; and that's, Caesar's^ 

Thyr. So.— 

Thus then, thou most renown'd ; Caesar entreats, 
Not to consider in what case thou stand'st, 
Further than he is Caesar. 

Cleoy Go on : Right royal. 

Thyr. He knows, that you embrace not Antony 
As you did love, but as you fear'd him. 

Cleo. 0\ 

Thyr. The scars upon your honour, therefore, he 
Does pity, as constrained blemishes, 
Not as (jbserv'd. 

Cleo. He is a god, and knows 

What is most right : Mine honour was not yielded. 
But conquer'd merely. 

Eno. To be sure of that, [Aside. 

I will ask Antony. — Sir, sir, thou'rt so leaky. 
That we must leave thee to thy sinking, for 
Thy dearest quit thee. [Exit Cnobarbus. 

Th\jr. Shall I say to Caesar 

What you require of him .'' for he partly begs 
To be desir'd to give. It much would please him, 
That of his fortunes you should make a staff 
To lean upon : but it would warm his spirits. 
To hear from me you had left Antony, 
And put yourself under his shrowd. 
The universal landlord. 

Cleo. What's your name .<* 

T%yr. My name is Thyreus. 

(1) Perhaps. 
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Cleo. Most kind in 2iwei^;cr. 

Say to ^reat Caesar this, In disputation' 
I kiss his conquVing hand : tell him, I am prompt 
To lay my crown at his feet, and there to kneel : 
Tell him, from his all-obeying^ breath I bear 
The doom of Egypt. 

Thyr. 'Tis your noblest course. 

Wisdom and fortune combating together, 
If that the former dare but what it can, 
No chance may shake it Give me grace* to lay 
My duty on your hand. 

CUo. Your Caesar's father 

Oft, when he hath mus'd of taking kingdoms in,* 
BestowM his lips on that unworthy place, 
As it rain*d kisses. 

Re-enter Antony and Enobarbus. 

Anl. Favours, by Jove that thunders ! — 

What art thou, fellow ? 

Thyr. One, that but performs 

The bidding of the fullest* man, and worthiest 
To have command obey'd. 

JBiio. You will be whippM. 

Ant. Approach, there: — Ay, you kite! — iNow 
gods and devils ! 
Authority melts from me : Of late, when I cry M, ho i 
Like boys unto a muss,6 kingj> would start tbrth. 
And cry. Your will ? Have you no ears? I am 

Rnter Attendants. 
Antony yet. Take hence this Jack,7 and whip hiin, 

Eao. *Tis better playing with a lion's whelp, 
Than with an old one dying. 

Ant. Moon and stars ! 



(1) Supposed to be an error for dejmiationj i. e. 
y proxy. ^ 

(2) Obeyed. (3) Grant me the favour. 

(4) Conquering. (5) Most complete and pe»fect 
(6) Scramble. (7) A term of contempt 
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Whip hhn : — Were't twenty of the greatest tribu- 
taries 
That do acknowledge Cjesar, should I find them 
So saucy with the hand of she here (What's her 

name, 
Since slie was Cleopatra ?) — ^Whip him, fellows, 
Till, like a boy, you see him cringe his face, 
And whine aloud for mercy : Take him hence. 

Thyr. Mark Antony,— 

Ant. Tug him away: being whipped, 

Bring him again : — This Jack of Caesar's shall 
Bear us an errand to him. — 

[Exeunt Attend, with Thy reus. 
You were half blasted ere I knew you : — Ha ! 
Have I my pillow left unpress'd in Rome, 
Forborne the getting of a lawful race. 
And by a gem of women, to be abus'd 
By one that looks on feeders ?* 

C/eo. Good my lord, — 

Ant. You have been a boggier ever : — 
But when we in our viciousness grow hard, 
(0 misery on't !) the wise gods seeP our eyes ; 
In our own filth drop our clear judgments ; make us 
Adore cur errors ; laugh at us, while we strut 
To our confusion. 

CUo. O, is it come to this.^ 

Ant. I found you as a morsel, cold upon 
Dead Caesar's trencher: nay, you were a fragment 
Of Cneius Pompey's ; besides what hotter hours, 
UnregisterM in vulgar fame, you have 
Luxuriously^ pickM out : — For 1 am sure, 
Though you can guess what temperance should be. 
You uiow not what it is. 

Cleo. Wherefore is this ? 

Ant. To let a fellow that will take rewards, 
. And say, God quit you! be familiar with 
My playfellow, your han«l; this kingly seal. 
And plighter of high hearts !— O, that I were 

(1) Servants. (2) Close up. (3) Wantonly. 
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UpcMi the hill of Basan, to outroar 

The homed herd ! for I have savage cause ; 

And to proclaim it civillv» were like 

A halterM neck, which cloes the hangman thank 

For being yare^ about him. — Is be Whipp'd f 

Re-enter Attendants, with Thyreiu. 

1 ^tt. Soundlr, my lord. 

Ant. CryM h« f and begg*d he pardon ? 

1 Ait. He did ask favour. 

Ant. If that thy father lire, let him repent 
Thou wast not made his daughter; and be tnou sony 
To follow Caesar in his triumph, since 
Thou hast been whipped for following him : hence- 
forth, 
The white hand of a lady fever thee, 
Shake thou to look on*t---Get thee back to Csesar, 
Tell him thy entertainment : Look, thou say. 
He makes me angry with him : for he seems 
Proud and disdainful ; harping on what I am ; 
Not what he knew I was : He makes me angry; 
And at this time most easy 'tis to do*t; 
When my good stars, that were my former guides, 
Have empty left their orbs, and shot their fires 
Into the abysm of hell. If he mislike 
My speech, and what is done; tell him, he has 
Hipparchus, my enfranchisM bondman, whom 
He may at pleasure whip, or hang, or torture. 
As he shall like, to quit2 me : Urge it thou : 
Hence, with thy stripes, begone. [Exit Thyreus, 

Cteo. Have you done yet f 

Ant. Alack, our terrene^ moon 

Is now ecIipsM ; and it portends alone 
The fall of Antony ! 

Cleo. I must stay his time. 

Ant. To flatter Csesar, would you mingle eyes 
With one that ties hi.^ points ? 

Clco. Not know me yet .* 

(1) Ready, handy. (2) Requite. (3) Earthly. 
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Ant. Cold-hearted toward me ? 

Cleo. Ah, dear, if I be so, 

From my cold heart let heaven engender hail. 
And poison it in the source ; and the first stone 
Drop in my neck : as it determines,^ so 
Dissolve my life ! The next Caesarion2 smite ! 
I'ill, by degrees, the memory of my womb, 
Together with my brave Egyptians all. 
By the discandyingS of this pelleted storm, 
Lie graveless ; till the flies and gnats of Nile 
Have buried them for prey ! 

ArU. I am satisfied. 

Caesar sits down in Alexandria ; where 
I will oppose his fate. Our force by land 
Hath nobly held ; our severed navy too 
Have knit again, and fleet,^ threatening most sea- 
like. 
Where hast thou been, my heart ? — ^Dost thou hear, 

lady? 
If from the field I shall return once more 
To kiss these litjs, I will appear in blood ; 
I and my sword will earn our chronicle ; 
There is hope in it yet 

Cleo. That's my brave lord ! 

Ani. I will be treble-sinew'd, hearted, breath'd. 
And fight maliciously : for when mine hours 
Were nice^ and lucky, men did ransom lives 
Of me for jests ; but now, 1*11 set my teeth. 
And send to darkness all that stop me. — Come, 
Let's have one other gaudyB night : call to me 
All my sad captains, fill our bowls ; once more 
Let's mock the midnight bell. 

Cleo. It is my birth-day : 

I had thought, to have held it poor ; but, since rny 

lord 
Is AntcMiy again, I will be Cleopatra. 

(1) Dissolves. (2) Her son by Julius Caesar. 
(3) Melting. (4) Float. 

(5) Trifling. (6) Feasting. 
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^nt. WeMl yet do well. 
Cleo. Call all his noble captains to my lord. 
^nt Do so, weMl speak to them ; and to-nb^ht 
ril force 
The wine peep through their scars. — Come on, my 

queen; 
There's sap in't yet The next time I do fight, 
Pll make death love me ; for I will contend 
Even with his pestilent scythe. 

[Exeunt Antony, Cleopatra, and Attend. 
Eno. Now he'll out-stare the lightning. Tc bo 
furious, 
Is, to be frighted out of fear : and in that mood. 
The dove will peck the estridge ;' a«d 1 see still, 
A diminution in our captain's brain 
Restores his heart : When valour preys on reason, 
It eats the sword it fights with. 1 will seek 
Some way to leave him. [Exit. 



ACT IV. 

SCEJSTE I. — Caesar's caynp ai Alexandria. En/- 
ier C.Tsar, reading a letter; Agrippa, Mxccnas, 
and others. 

Cass. He calls me boy ; and chides, as he had 
power 
To beat me out of Epypt : my messenger 
He hath whipp'd with rods; dares me to personal 

combat, 
Ccesar to Antony : Let the old ruffian know, 
I have many other ways to die ; mean time. 
Laugh at his challenge. 

Mac. Caesar mtist think, 

When one so gTeat begins to rage, he's hunted 
Even to falling. Give him no breath, but now 

(1) Ostrich. 
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Make boot' of his distraction. Never anger 
Made good guard for itself. 

Cms. Let our best heads 

Know, that to-morrow the last of many battles 
We mean to fight : — Within our files there are 
Of those that serv'd Mark Antony but late, 
Enough to fetch him in. See it be done ; 
And feast the army : we have store to do't, 
And they have eani'd the waste. Poor Antony ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJSTE II. — Alexandria. A room in the pal- 
ace. Enter Antony, Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Char- 
mian, Iras, Alexas, and others. 

Ant. He will not fight with me, Domitius. 

Eno. No. 

Ant. Why should he not? 

Eno. He 'thinks, being twenty times of better 
fortune. 
He is twenty men to one. 

Ant. To-morrow, soldier, 

By sea and land IMl fight : or I will live, 
Or bathe my dying honour in the blood 
Shall make it live again. Woo*t thou fight well ? 

Eno. I'll strike ; and cry, Take all. 

Ant. Well said ; come on. — 

Call forth m/ household servants ; let's to-night 

Enter Servants. 
Be bounteous at our meal. — Give me thy hand. 
Thou hast been rightly honest ; — so hast thou; — 
And thou, — and thou, — and thou : you have serv'd 

me well, 
And kings have been your fellows. 
Cleo. What means this f 

Eno. *Tis one of those odd tricks, which sorrow 
shoots [Aside. 

Out of the mind. 

(1) Take advantage. 
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Ant And thou art honest toa 

I wish, I could be made so many men ; 
And all of you clappM up together in 
An Antony ; that 1 mi^ht do vou service, 
So good as you have done. 

Serv. The gods forbid ! 

Ant. Well, my good fellows, wait on me to- 
night: 
Scant not my cups ; and make as much of me, 
As when mine empire was your fellow too, 
And suflerM my command. 

Cleo. What docs be mean •• 

Kno. To make his followers weep. 

Ant Tend me to-oight . 

May be, it is the period of your duty : 
Haply,' vou shall not see me more ; or if, 
A mangled shadow : perchance, to-nKMitnr 
You*ll serve another master. 1 lode on you. 
As one that takes his leave. Mine honest friends, 
I turn you not away ; but, like a master 
Married to your good service, stay till death : 
Tend me to-night two hours, I ask no more. 
And the gods yield? you for*t ! 

Eno. What mean you, sin. 

To eive them this discomfort f Look, they weep ; 
Ana I, an ass, am onion-ey*d ; for shame. 
Transform us not to women. 

AnL Ho, ho, ho !' 

Now the witch take me, if 1 meant it thus ! 
Grace grow where those drops fall ! My hearty 

friends. 
You take me in too dolorous a sense : 
I spoke to you for your comfort : did desire you 
To bum this night with torches : Know, my hearts, 
I hope well of to-morrow ; and will lead you. 
Where rather Pll expect victorious life. 
Than death and honour. Let's to supper; come. 
And drown consideration. [Exeunt 



(1) Perhaps. 

VOL. VII. 



(2) Reward. 
L 



(3) Stop. 
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SCEJ>rE in.— The same. Before the patac€. 
Enter two Soldiers, to their gtuird, 

1 Sold, Brother, good night : to-morrow is the 

day. 

2 Sold. It will determine one way : fare you well. 
Heard you of nothing strange about the streets ? 

1 Sold. Nothing: What news? 

2 Sold. Belike, 'tis but a rumour : 
Good night to you. 

1 Sold. Well, sir, good night 

Enter two other Soldiers. 

2 Sold. Soldiers, 
Have careful watch. 

3 Sold. And you : Good night, good night 
[Thejirsi two place themselves at their posts. 

4 Sold. Here we : [2'Aey take their posts.] and 

if to-morrow 
Our navy thrive, I have an absolute hope 
Our landmen will stand up. 

3 Sold. 'Tis a brave army, 
And full of purpose. 

[Music of hautbovs vnder the stage. 

4 Sold. Peace, what noise ? 

1 Sold. List, list ! 

2 Sold. Hark! 

1 Sold. Music i*the air. 

3 Sold. Under the earth. 

4 Sold. it signs' well, 
Does'tnot.? 

3 Sold. No. 

1 Sold. Peace, I say. \Miat should this mean. 

2 Sold, *Tis the god Hercules, whcnn Antony 

lov'd. 
Now leaves him. 

1 Sold. Walk ; let's see if other watchmen 
Do hear what we do. 

[l^hey advance to another pasL 

(1) Bodes. 
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2 Sold, How now, masters? 

Sold How now ? 

How DOW ? do you hear th'n? 

[Several spenking together. 
1 Sold. Ay ; Ii»*t not strange ? 

3 Sold. Do you hear, masters ? do you hear ? 

1 Sold. Follow the noise so fara:» we have quarter; 
JjeVs see how't will give off. 

Sold. [Several speaking.] Content : 'Tia stranj^e, 

[Exeunt. 

SCEUV'E IV.—The same. A room in the palace. 
Enter Antony^ and Cleopatra ; Charmian, and 
otherSy attending. 

Ant. Eros ! mine armour, Eros \ 
Cleo. Sleep a little. 

Ant. No, my chuck. — Eros, come; miiiearmouc, 
Eros! 

Enter' Eros, toilh armour. 

Come, my good fellow, put thine iron on : — 
If fortune be not ours to-day, it is 
Because we brave her. — Qome. 

CUo. Nay, Til help toa 

What's this for.? 

Ant. Ah, let l)e, let be ! thou art 

The armourer of my heart : — False, false ; this, this. 

Cleo. SoOth, lat I'll help : Thus it must be. 

Ant. Well, well ; 

We shall thrive now. — See'st thou, my good fellow .•* 
Go, put on thy defences. 

Eros. Briefly,' sir. 

Cleo. Is not this buckled well ? 

Ant. Rarely, rarely : 

He that unbuckles this, till we do please 
To doft*'t2 for our repose, shall hear a storm. — 
Thou fumbles!, Eros ; and my queen's a squire 
More tight^ at this, than thou : Despatch. — O love, 

(1) Shortly. (2) Put it off (3) Handy. 



Digitized by Google 



-^ 



164 



ANTONY AND 



Act IF. 



Thattboucould*st see my wars t(M}ay,and knew*it 
The royal occupation ! thou should'st see 

Enter an OScer, armed. 
A workman in't. — Good morrow to thee ; welcmie : 
Thou look'st like him that knows a warlike charge : 
To business that we love, we rise betime, 
And ^o to it with delight 

1 Offi. A thousand, sir, 

Early though it be, have on their riveted trim,' 
And at the port expect you. 

[iShout. Trumpets. Flourish, 

Enter other Officers, and Soldiers. 

2 Offi. The mom is fair. — Good morrow, general. 

AIL Good morrow, general. 

Ant. 'Tis well blown, lads. 

This morning, like the spirit of a youth 
That means to be of note, begins betimes. — 
So, so ; come, give me th^: Siis way ; well said. 
Fare thee well, dame, whatever becomes of me : 
This is a soldier^s kiss : rebukable, [Kisses her. 
And worthy shameful check it were, to stand 
On more mechanic compliment ; IMl leave thee 
Now, like a man of steel. — You, that will fight. 
Follow me close ; Til bring you to't. — Adieu. 

[Exeunt Antony, Eros, Officers, and Sold. 

Char. Please you, retire to your chamber ? 

Cleo, . Lead mc : 

He goes forth gallantly. That he and Ca?sar might 
Determine this great war in single fight ! 
Then, Antony, — But now, — Well, on. [Exeunt, 

SCEJSTE V. — Antony's camp near Alexandria. 
Trumpets sound. Enter Antony and Eros ; a 
Soldier meeting them. 

Sold, The gods make this a happy day to Antony! 
Ant. 'Would, thou and those thy scars had once 
prevailed 

(1) Riveted dress, armour. 
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To make me 6ght at land ! 

Soid. Hadst tboa done so, 

The kings that have revolted, and l3a& soldier 
That has this morning left thee, would have still 
FollowM thjr heels 

Ant Wbo*8 gone this moming ? 

Sold. Who? 

One ever near thee : Call for Enobarbos, 
He shall not hear thee ; or from Caesar's camn 
Saj, lam none of thine. 

Ant What say'st thou ? 

Sold. Sir, 

He is with Ceesar. 

Eros, Sir, his chests and treasure 

He has not with him. 

Ant Is he gone f 

Sold. Most certain. 

Ant. Go, Eros, send his treasure after ; do it ; 
Detain no jot, I charge thee : write to him 
^I will subscribe) gentle adieus, and greetings : 
Say, that I wish he never find more cause 
To change a master. — O, my fortunes have 
Corrupt^ honest men : — Eros, despatch. [Exeunt 

SCEJSTE VI. — Caesar's camp before Alexandria. 

Flourish. Enter Caesar with Agrippa, Enobar- 

bus, and others. 

Cobs. Go forth, Agrippa, and b^in the fight : 
Our will is, Antony be took alive ; 
Make it so known. 

^gr. Casar, I shall. [Exit Agripjiu 

Cces. The time of universal peace is near : 
Prove this a prosperous day, the three-nook'd worl^ 
Shall bear the. olive freely. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Antony 

Is come into the field. 

Cces, Go, charge Agrippa 

Plant those that have revolted in the van, 
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That Antony may seem to spend his fuiy 

Upon himself. [Exeunt Caesar ana his train, 

Eno. Alexas did revolt ; and went to Jewry, 
On affairs of Antony ; there did persuade 
Great Herod to incline himself to Caesar, 
And leave his master Antony : for this pains, 
Caesar hath hangM him. Canidius, and the rest 
That fell away, nave entertainment, but 
No honourable trust. I have done ill ; 
Of which I do accuse myself so sorely, 
That I will joy no more. 

Enter a Soldier of Caesar^s. 

Sold. Enobarbus, Antony 

Hath after thee sent all thy treasure, with 
His bounty overplus: The messenger 
Came on my guard ; and at thy lent is now, 
Unloading of his mules. 

Eno. 1 give it you. 

Sold. Mock me not, Enobarbus. 

I tell you true : Best that you saf'd the bringer 
Out of the host ; I must attend mine office. 
Or would have done't myself. Your emperor 
Continues still a Jove. [Exit Soldier. 

Eno. I am alone the villain of the earth. 
And feel I am so most. O Antony, 
Thou mine of bounty, how would'st thou have paid 
My better service, when my turpitude 
Thou dost so crown with gold ! This blows^ my 

heart: 
If swift thought break it not, a swifter mean 
Shall outstrike thought: but thought will do*t, I feci. 
I fight against thee ! — No : I will go seek 
Some ditch, wherein to die ; the foul*st best fits 
My latter part of life. [Exit. 

SCEJ^E VIl— Field of battle between the camps 
Alarvm. Drums and trumpets. Enter Agrip 
pa, and others. 

Agr. Retire, we have engag'd ourselves too far 
CD Swells. 
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Caesar himself has work, and our oppression 
Exceeds what we expected. [Exeunt 

Alarvm. Enter Antony and Scams, wounded. 

Scar. mj brave emperor, this is foug^ht indeed! 
Had we done so at first, we had driven them home 
With clouts about their heads. 

Ant. Thou bleed'st apace. 

Scar. I had a wound here that was like a T, 
But now *Us made an H. 

Ant. They do retire. 

Scar. We'll beat 'em into bench-holes; I have yet 
Room for six scotches' more. 

Enter Eros. 

Eros. They are beaten, sir; and our advantage 
serves 
For a fair victory. 

Scar. Let us scoro their backs. 

And snatch *em up, as we take hares, behind ; 
'Tis sport to maul a runner. 

Ant. I will reward thee 

Once for thy sprightly awnfort, and tenfold 
For thy good valour. Come thee on. 

Scar. V\\ halt after. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJVE Vlll^Under the walls of Alexandria. 
Alarvm. Enter Antony, marching; Scarus, 
andjorces. 

Ant. We have beat him to his camp ; Run one 
before, 
A nd let the queen know of our pi'sf s. — ^To-morrow, 
Before the sun shall see us, wcMl spill the blood 
That has to-day escap'd. 1 thank you all ; 
For doughtyS-handed are you ; and have fought 
Not as you servM the cause, but as it had been 
Each man's like mine ; you have shown allllectora 



(1) Cuts. 



(2) Brave. 
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Enter the city, clip' your wives, your friends, 
Teil them your feats ; whilst they with joyAil tears 
Wash the congealment from your wounds, and kiss 
The honourM gashes whole. — Give me thy hand ; 

[To Scarus. 

Enter Cleopatra, attended. 

To this great faiiy' Pll commend thy acts. 
Make her thanks bless thee. — O thou day o'thc 

world. 
Chain mine armM neck ; leap thou, attire and all, 
Through proof of harness^ to my heart, and there 
Ride on the pants triumphing. 

C2eo. Lord of lords ! 

O infinite virtue ! com'st thou smiling fiiom 
The world^s great snare uncaught f 

Ani. My nightingale. 

We have beat them to their beds. Whal, girl f 

though grey 
Do something mingle with our brown ; yet have we 
A brain that nourishes our nerves, and can 
Get goal for goal of youth. Behold this man ; 
Commend unto his lips thy favouring hand ; — 
Kiss it, my warrior : — He hath fought to-day, 
As if a god, in hate of mankind, bad 
DestroyM in such a shape. 

Qeo. Pll give thee, friend, 

An armour all of gold ; it was a king's. 

Ant. He has deserv'd it, were it carbuncled 
Like holy Phoebus' car. — Give me thy hand ; 
Through Alexandria make a jolly inarch ; 
Bear our hack'd targets like the men f hat owe them:^ 
Had our great palace the capacity 

(1) Embrace. 
• (2) Beauty united with power, was the popular 
characteristic of fairies. 

(3) Armour of proof. 

(4) As becomes the brave warriors that own 
them. 
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To camp this bo6t, we all would ^p together ; 
And drink carouses to the next day*8 fate, 
"Which promises royal peril. — Trumpeters, 
With brazen din blast you the city's ear ; 
Make mingle with our rattling tabourines ;* 
That heaven and earth may strike their sounds to- 
gether, 
Applauding our approach. [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^HEl iX— Caesar's camp. Sentinels on Iheir 
pott Enter Enobarbus. 

1 Sold. If we be not reliev'd within this hour, 
We must return to the court of guard : The night 
Is ^iny ; and, they say, we ehall embattle 

By the seoood hour i'the mom. 

2 Sold. This last day was 
A shrewd one to us. 

£710. O, bear me witness, night, — 

3 Sold. What man is this f 

2 Sold. Stand close, and list to him. 
Eno. Be witness to me, O thou blessed moon, 

W.ien men revolted shall upon record 
Bear hateful memory, poor Enobarbus did 
Before thy face repent ! — 

1 Sold. Enobarbus ! 

3 Sold. Peace ; 
Hark further. 

Eno. O sovereign mistress of true melancholy, 
The poisonous damp of night disponge^ upon me . 
That life, a very rebel to my will. 
May hang no longer on me : Throw my heart 
Against £e flint and hardness of my fault; 
Which, being dried with grief, will break to powder 
And finish all foul thoughts. O Antony, 
Nobler than my revolt is infamous. 
Forgive me in thine own particular; 

(1) Small drums. 

(2) Discharge, as a sponge when squeezed dis- 
charges the moisture it had imbibed. 
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Bat let the world rank me in register 

A master-leaver, and a fugitive : 

O Antony ! O Antony ! ^ [Dies, 

2 Sold, Let's speak 
To him. 

1 Sold. Let's hear him, for the things he speaks 
May concern Caesar. 

3 Sold. Let's do so. But he sleeps. 

1 Sold. Swoons rather ; for so bad a prayer as his 
Was never yet for sleeping. 

2 Sold. Go we to him. 
S Sold. Awake, awake, sir ; speak to us. 

2 Sold. Hear you, sir f 
1 Sold. The hand of death hath raughti him. 

Hark, the drums [Drums afar off. 

Demurely^ wake the sleepers. Let us bear him 
To the court of guard ; he is of note : our hour 
Is fully out 

3 Sold. Come on then ; 

He may recover yet [Kxtmnt with the body. 

SCEJSTE X.— Between the ixoo camps. Enter 
Antony and Scarus, toiih forces, marching. 

Ant. Their preparation is to-day by sea ; 
We please them not by land. 

Scar, For both, mr lord. 

Ant. I would, they'd fight i'thc fire, or in the air ; 
We'd fight there too. But this it is ; Our foot 
Upon the hills adjoining to the city, 
Shall stay with us : order for sea is given ; 
They have put forth the haven : Further on, 
Where their apix>intment we may best discover, 
And look on their endeavour.' [Exeunt 

Enter Caesar, and his JbrceSy marching. 
Cos. BuH being charg'd, we will be still by lanc^ 

(1) Reached. (2) Solemnly. 

(3) Discover their numbers, and see their motkins. 

(4) Without 
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Which, as I take*t, we shall ; for his best force 

la forth to man his galleys. To the vales, 

And hold our best advantage. [Exeunt 

Re-enter Antony and Scarus. 

Ant. Yet they're not joinM: Where yonder pir/ 
does stand, 
I shall discover all : 1*11 bring thee word 
Straight, how 'tis like to go. [^ri''. 

Scar. Swallows have built 

In Cleopatra's sails their nests : the augurers 
Say, they know not,— they cannot tell ; look grimly. 
And dare not speak their knowledge. Antony 
Is valiant, and dejected ; and, by starts,^ 
His fretted fortunes give him hope, and fear. 
Of what he has, and has not 

Alarum afar off, as at a sea-Jight. Re-enter 
Antony. 

Ant. All is lost ; 

This foul Egyptian hath betrayed me : 
My fleet hath yielded to the foe ; and yonder 
They cast their caps up, and carouse together 
Like friends long lost.— Triple-turn'd whore .'• 'til 

thou 
Hath sold me to this novice ; and my heart 
Makes only wars on thee. — Bid them all fly ; 
For when I am reveng'd ujwn my charm, 
I have done all :— Bid theui all fly, begone. 

[iSxtt Scarus. 
O sun, thy uprise shall I see no more : 
Fortune and Antony part here ; even here 
Do we shake hands. — All come to this ?— The hearts 
That spaniel'd me at heels, to whom I gave 
Their wishes, do discandy, melt their sweets 
On blossoming Caesar; and this pine is bark'd 

(1) Cleopatra first belonged to Julius C02sar, 
then to Antony, and now, as Antony suppo^s, to 
Ajgustus. 
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That overtoppM them all. Betray'd I am : 
O this false soul of Egypt ; this grave charm,' — 
Whose eye beckM2 forth my wars, and call'd them 

home; 
Whose bosom was my crownet,^ my chief end, — 
Like a right gipsy, hath, at fast and loose,"* 
Beguil'd me to the very heart of loss. — 
What, Eros, Eros! 

Enter Cleopatra. 

Ah, thou spell ! A vaunt ! 
C7«o.-Wh^ is my lord enrag'd against his love.^ 
Ant, Vanish; or I shall give thee thy deserving, 
And blemish Caesar's triumph. Let him take thee, 
And hoist thee up to the shouting plebeians : 
Follow his chariot, like the greatest spot 
Of all thy sex ; most mcxister-like, be shown 
For poorest diminuti\'es, to dolts ;^ and let 
Patient Octavia plough thy visage up 
With her prepared nails. [Exit Clea] 'Tis well 

thou'rt gone. 
If it be well to live : But better 'twere 
Thou feirst into my fury, for cxie death 
Might have prevented many. — ^Eros, ho ! — 
The shirt of r^essus is upon me : Teach me, 
Alcides,6 thou mine ancestor, thy rage : 
Let me lodge Lichas^ on the horns o'the moon ; 
And with those hands, that graspM the heaviest club. 
Subdue my worthiest self. The witch shall die ; 
To the Roman boy she bath sold me, and I fall 
Under this plot : she dies for't — ^Eros, ho ! [Exit, 

(1) Deadly piece of witchcraft. 

(2) Was the motion for. (3) Finish. 

(4) A cheating game, at present named pricking 
at the belt. 

(5) For the smallest piece of money, to clowns. 

(6) Hercules. 

(7) The boy that brought the poisoned shirt to 
Hercules. 
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SCEJ>rE XI. — Alexandria. .^ room in the pal- 
ace. Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and 
Mardion. 

Cleo. Help me, my women ! O, he is more mad 
Than Tetamon' for his shield ; the boar of Tbes^lj 
Was never so emboss*d.3 

Char. To the monument ; 

There lock yourself, and send him word you are 

dead. 
The soul and body rive^ not more in parting. 
Than fatness going off. 

Cleo. To the nxmumeat : — 

Mardian, go teU him I have slain myself; 
Say, that the last I spoke was, Antony, 
And word it, pr'ythee, piteously : Hence, 
Mardian ; and bring me bow he takes my de^th.— 
To the monument. [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E XI I— The same. Another room. En- 
ter Antony and Eros. 

Ant. Eros, thou yet behold'st me f 
Eros. Ay, noble loi-d 

Ant. Sometime, we see a cloud that's dragonissh , 
A vapour, sometime, like a bear, or lion, 
A tower'd citadel, a pendant rock, 
A forked mountain, or blue promontory 
With trees upon't, that nod unto the world. 
And mock our eyes with air : Thou hast seen these 

signs; 
They are black vesper's pageants. 
Eros. Ay, my lord. 

Ant. That, which is now a horse, even with a 
thought. 
The rack^ dislimns ; and makes it indistinct, 
As water is in water. 

(1) Ajax Telamon for the shield of Achilles. 

(2) Foaming at the mouth. (3) Split 
(4) The fleeting clouds. 
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Eros. It does, my lord. 

Ant. My good knave,' Eros, now thy captain is 
Even such a body: here I am Antony ; 
Yet cannot hold this visible shape, my knave. 
I made these wars for Egypt ; and the queen, — 
Whose heart, I thought, 1 had, for she had mine ; 
Which, whilst it was mine, had annexM unto't 
A million more, now lost, — she, Eros, has 
PackM cards with Caesar, and false playM my glory 
Unto an enemy's triumph. — 
Nay, weep not, gentle Ei-os ; there is left us 
Ourselves to end ourselves. O, thy vile lady ! 

Enter Mardian. 

She has robbM me of my sword. 

Mar. No, Antony ; 

My mistress lovM thee, and her fortunes mingled 
With thine entirely. 

Ant. Hence, saucy eunuch ; peace ; 

She hath betray'd me, and shall die the death. 

Mar. Death of one person can be paid but once ; 
And that she has discharge : WHiatthou would'st do, 
Is done unto thy hand ; the last she spake 
Was, Antony ! most noble Antony ! 
Then in the midst a tearing groan did break 
The name of Antony ; it was divided 
Between h^^r heart and lips : she rendcr'd life, 
Thy name so buried in her. 

Ant Dead then > 

Mar. Dead. 

Ant. Eros, unarm ; the long day's task is done, 
And we must sleep: — That thou depart'st hence safe, 
Djcs pay thy labour richly ; Go. — Off, pluck off; — 
[Exit Mardian. 
Tbfi seven-fold shield of Ajax cannot keep 
The battery from my heart. O, cleave, iry sides ! 
Heart, once be stronger than thy continent,2 

(1) Servant. 

(2) t. e. The thing that contains thee. 
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Crack thy frail case ! — Apace, Eroo, apace. — 
No more a soldier : — Bruised pieces, go ; 
You have been nobijr borne. — From me a while. — 
• [Exit Eros. 

I Tfili overtake thee, Cleopatra, and 
Weep for my pardon. So it must be, for nowr 
All length is torture : — Since the torch is out. 
Lie down, and stray no further : Now all labour 
Mars what it does ; yea, very force entangles 
Itself with strength: Seal then,' and all is done. — 
Eros ! — I come, my queen : — Eros I — Stay for me : 
Where souls do couch on flowers, weUl hand in 

hand. 
And with our sprightly port make the ghosts gaze : 
Dido and her ^neas slmll want troops, 
And all the haunt be ours. — Come, Enw, Eros ! 

Re-e?iier Esw. 

.Eros. What would my lord f 

Ant. Since Cleopatra died, 

I have liv'd in such dishonour, that the gods 
Detest my baseness. I, that with my sword 
QuarterM the world, and o*er green Neptune's back 
With ships made cities, condemn myself, to lack 
The courage of a woman ; less noble mind 
Than she, which, by her death, our Caesar tells, 
/ am conqueror of myself. Thou art sworn, Ei-os, 
That, when the exigent should come (which now 
Is cwne, indeed,) when I should see behind me 
The inevitable prosecution of 
Disgrace and horror, that, on my command. 
Thou then would'st kill me : do't ; the time is come : 
Thou,strik*st not me, 'tis Caesar thou defeatist 
Put cobur in thy cheek. 

Eros. The gods withhold ir.e ! 

Shall I do that, which all the Parthian darts, 
Though enemy, lost aim, and could not? 

Ant. Eros, 

(1) Sealing completes a contract 
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Would*8t thoubewindowM in great Rome, and see 
Thy master thus withpleach^i arms, bending down 
His corrigible neck, his face subdued 
To penetrative^ shame ; whilst the wheePd seat 
Of fortunate Caesar, drawn before him, branded 
His baseness that ensued ?4 

Eros. I would not see't 

Ant. Cone then; for with a wound I must be 
cur'd. 
Draw that thv honest sword, which thou hast worn 
Most useful for thy country. 

Kros. O, sir, pardon me. 

Ant. When I did make thee free, swor'st thou 
not then 
To do this when I bade thee ? Do it at once ; 
Or thy precedent services are all 
But accidents unpurposed. Draw, and conv;. 

Eros. Turn from me then that noble countenance, 
Wherein the worship* of the whole world lies. 

^n<. Lothee. [Turning from him. 

Eros. My sword is drawn. 

Ant. Then let it do at once 

The thing why thou hast drawn it 

Eros. My dear master. 

My captain, and my emperor ! let me say. 
Before F strike this bloody stroke, farewell. 

Ant. 'Tis said, man ; — and farewell. 

Ero >•• Farewell, great chief. Shall I strike now } 

Ant. Now, Eros. 

Ero^ Why, there then : — [Falls on his sword. 
Thus do I escape the sorrow 
Of Aiitony's death. [Dies, 

Ant. Thrice nobler than myself! 

Thou (cdchest me, O valiant Eros, what 
1 should, and thou could'st not. My queen and Eros 
Have, by their brave instruction, got upon me 
A nobleness in record : But I will be 

(1) Folded. (2) Corrected. (3) Penetrating. 
(4) Followed. (5) Dignity. 
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A brid^proom in my death, and ran intoH 
As to a Toreros bed. Come then ; and, Erot, 
Thy master dies thy scholar ; to do thus 

[Fhlling^ en Mm sword. 
I learned of thoe. How ! not yet dead f not dead ? — 
The guard ! — ho !— O, despatch roe. 

Enter Dercetas and Guard. 

1 Guard, What's the nois* ? 
AnL I have done my work ill, friends ; O, make 

an end 
Of what I have begnn. 

2 Guard. The star is fallen. 
1 Guard. And time is at his period. 

All Alas, and wo ! 

Ant. Let him that loves me, strike' me dead. 

1 Guard. Not I. 

2 Guard. Nor I. 

.3 Guard. Nor any one. [Exeunt Guard. 

Der. Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers fly. 
This sword but shown to Caesar, with this tidings. 
Shall enter me with him. 

Enter Diomedes. 

Dio. Where's AntCMiy ? 

Der. There, Diomed, there. 

Dio. Lives he ? 

Wilt thou not answer, man ? [Exit Dercetas. 

Ant. Art thou there, Diomed ? Draw thy sword, 
and give me 
Sufficing strokes for death. 

Dio. Most absolute lord. 

My mistress Cleopatra sent me to thee. 

Ant. When did she send thee ^ 

Dio. Now, my lord. 

Ant. Where is she? 

Dio. Lock'd in her monument She had a pro- 
phe^iog fear 
Of what hath come to pass : for when she saw 
(Which never shall be found,) you did suspect 

VOL. VII. M 
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She had dumosMl with Caesar, and that your rage 
Would not be pui^'d, she sent you word she was 

dead; 
But, fearing since how it might work, hath sent 
Me to proclaim the truth ; and I am come, 
I dreaa, too late. 
AnL Too late, good Diomed :— Call my guard, 

I pr'ytbee. 
Dto. What, ho ! the emperor's guard ! The guard, 

what, ho ! 
Come, your lord calls. 

EfUer some qf the Guard. 

Ant. Bear me, good friends, where Cleopatra 
bides; 
Tis the last service that I shall command you. 
1 Chiard. Wo are we, sir, you may not' live to 
wear 
All vour true followers out 
AU. Most heavy day ! 

ArU. 'Sajf good my fellows, do not please sharp 
fate 
To i^ce it with your sorrows : bid that welcome 
Which comes to punish us, and we punish it 
Seeming^ to bear it lightly. Take me up : 
I have led you oft; cany me now, good friends. 
And have my thanks for all. 

[Exeunt, bearing Antony. 

SCEJ^E Xiri—The same. A monument. JB/*- 
ier abovey Cleopatra, Charmian, and Iras. 

Cleo. O Charmian, I will never go from hence. 

Char. Be comforted, dear madam. 

Cleo, No, I will not : 

AH strange and terrible events are welcome. 
But comtorts we despise ; our size of sorrow, 
Proportion'd to our cause, must be as great 

(1) Setded. 
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£n<0r Diomedes. 
As that which makes it — How now ? is he dead ? 

Dio. His death*s upon him, but not dead. 
Look out o*the other side your monument. 
His guard have brought him thither. 

Enter Antony, bonu by the Guard. 

Cleo. O thoo sun, 

Bum the ^reat sphere thoo mov'st in ! — darkling! 

stand 
The varying shore o'the world ! — O Antony ! 
Antony, Antony ! — Charmian, help; help, Iras; 
Help, friends below ; let's draw him hither. 

^4n(. Peace ? 

Not CsBsar's valour hath overthrown Antony, 
liut Antony's hath triumphed on itself. 

Cleo. So it should be, that none but Antony 
Should conquer Antony ; but wo 'tis so .' 

»/5n/. I am dyin^, E^pt, dying ; only 
\ here impdrtune death a while, until 
Of many thousand kisses the poor last 
1 lav u»)on thy lips. — 

Cleo. I dare not, dear 

(Dear my lord, pardon,) I dare not, 
Lest 1 be taken : not the imperious show 
Of the fuII-fortun*d Coesar ever shall 
Be broochM2 with me -, if knife, drugs, scr|)ent8, 

have 
Etli^e, sting, or operation, I am safe : 
Vour wife Octavia, with her modest eyes. 
And still conclusion,^ shall acquire no honour 
Demuring upon me. — But come, rome, Antony, — 
Help me, my women, — we must draw thee up ; — 
Assist, good friends. 

Ant O, quick, or I am gone. 

Cleo. Here's sport, indeed I— How heavy weighs 
my lord ! 

(1) Without light (2) Ornamented. 

(3) Sedate determination. 
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Our strength is all gone into heaviness, 
That makes the weight : Had I great Juno's power, 
The strong-wing'd Mercury should fetch thee up, 
And set thee by Jove's side. Yet come a little, — 
Wishers were ever fools; — O, come, come, come ; 
\They draw Antony vp. 
And welccxne, welcome ! die, where thou hast iiv'd : 
Quickeni with kissing ; had my lips that power, 
Thus would I wear mem out 

AU. A heavy sight ! 

ArU. I am dying, Egypt, dying : 
Give me s(»ne wine, and let me speak a little. 

Cleo. No, let me speak ; and let me rail so high, 
That the false house-wife Fortune break her wheel, 
Provok'd by my offence. 

ArU. One word, sweet queen : 

Of Caesar seek your honour, with yoursafe^. — O ! 

Cleo, They cfo not go together. 

A ni. Gentle, hear me . 

None about Caesar trust, but Proculeius. 

CHeo. My rei^olution, and my hands, 1*11 trust ; 
None about Caesar. 

Ant. The miserable change now at my end, 
Lament nor sorrow at : but please your tiioughts, 
In feeding them with those my former fortunes 
Wherein I liv'd, the greatest prince o'the world, 
The noblest : and do now not basely die, 
Nor cowardly ; put off my helmet to 
My countryman, a Roman, by a RcMiian 
Valiantly vanquished. Now, my spirit is going; 
I can no more. [Dies. 

Cleo. Noblest of men, woo't die ? 

Hast thou no care of me ? shall I abide 
In this dull world, which in thy absence is 
No better than a stye ? — O, see, my women. 
The crown o'lhe earth doth melt : — My lord ! — 
O, witjer'd is the garland of the war. 
The soldier's pole is fallen ; young boys, and girls, 

(1) Revive. 
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Are level now with men : the odds is gooe, 

And there is nothing left remarkable 

Beneath the visiting roooo. [She fainU. 

Char, O, quietness, lad/! 

Ir(u. She is dead too, our sovereign. 

Char, Lady,^ 

Iraa. Madam, — 

Char. O madam, madam, madam ! 

Iras. Royal Egj'pt ! 

Empress! 

Char. Peace, peace, Iras. 

CUo. No more, but e^en a woman; and com- 
manded 
By such poor passion as the maid that milks. 
And does the meanest chares. l— It were for me 
To throw my sceptre at the injurious cods ; 
To tell them, that this world did equal theirs. 
Till they had stolen our jewel. AlPs but naught ; 
Patience is sottish ; and impatience does 
Become a dog that's mad : Then is it sin, 
To rush into the secret boase of death, 
Ere death dare come to us ? — How do you, women .' 
What, what? good cheer ! Why, how now. Char- 

mian ? 
My noble girls ! — Ah, women, vomcn! look. 
Our lampis spent, it*s out : — Good sirs, take heart :^ 
\To the guard below. 
We'll buiy him : and then, what's brave, what's 

noble. 
Let's do it after the high Roman fashion. 
And make death proud to take us. Come, away : 
This case of that huge spirit now is cold. 
Ah, women, women ! come ; we have no friend 
But resolution, and the briefest end. 

[Exeunt ; those above bearing off An- 
tony's body. 

(1) Task-work. 
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SCEJSTE /.—Caesar's camp btfore Alexandria. 
Enter Caesar, Agrippa, Doiabella, Maecenas, 
Gallus, Proculeius, ami others. 

Com. Go to him, Doiabella, bid him yield ; 
Being so frustrate,' tell him, he mocks us hy 
The pauies that he makes.^ 

DoL Caesar, I shall 

[Exit Doiabella. 

Enter Dercetas, with the sword of Antony. 

Cess, Wherefore is that? and what art thou, 
that dar'st 
Appear thus to us ? 

£>er. . I am call*d Dercetas ; 

Maik Antony I serv'd, who best was worthy 
Best to be served : whilst he stood up, and spoke, 
He was my master ; and I wore my life, 
To spend upon his haters : If thou please 
To take me to thee, as I was to him 
Pil be to Caesar ; if thou pleasest not, * 
I yield thee up my life. 

Ccu, "What is*t thou say'st ? 

Der. I say, O Caesar, Antony is dead. 

Coss. The breaking of so greata thing should make 
A greater crack: The round world should have 

shock 
Lions into civil streets, 

And citizens to their dens : — The death of Antony 
Is not a single doom ; in the name lay 
A moiety of the world. 

Der. He is dead, Caesar ; 

Not by a public minister of justice, 
Nor bv a nired knife ; but that self hand, 
Which writ his honour in the acts it did. 
Hath, with the courage which the heart did lend it, 

(1) Frustrated, (2) He trifles with us. 
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Splittcd the heart. — This Is his sword, 
1 robb'd his wound of it ; behold it stainM 
With his most noble blood. 

Caa. Look you sad, friends.' 

The gods rebuke me, but it is a tiding 
To wash the eyes of kings. 

^gr. And strange it is, 

That nature must compel us to lament 
Our most persisted deeds. 

JIfcec. His taints and honours 

"Waged equal with him. 

A^. A rarer spirit never 

Did steer humanity : but you, gods, wilj give uo 
Some faults to make us men. Caesar is touchM. 

jyivec. When such a spacious mirror's set before 
him. 
He needs must see himself. 

Cos. O Antony ! 

I have follow'd thee to this ;— But we do lance 
Diseases in our bodies : I must perforce 
Have shown to thee such a dcclinine* d»y. 
Or look on thine ; we could not stall tc^cther 
In the whole world : But yet let me lament, 
With tears as sovereign as the blood of hearts, 
That thou, my brother, my competitor 
In top of all design, nf\y mate in empire, 
Friend and companion in the front of war, 
The arm of mine own body, and the heart 
Where mine his' thoughts did kindle, — that our 

stars, 
Unreconci liable, should divide 
Our equalness to this. — Hear me, good friends, — 
But I will tell you at some meeter season ; 

Enter a Messenger. 
The business of this man looks out of him, 
WeMl hear him what he says. — Whence are you ? 
Mess, A poor Eg}ptian yet. The queen my 
mistress, 

(1) Its. 
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ConfiriM in a)1 she has, her monument, 
Of thy intents desires instruction ; 
That she prepa<«dly may frame herself 
To the way she's forced to. 

Oz». Bid her have good heart ; 

She soon shall know of us, by some of ours, 
How honourable and how kindly we 
Determine for her : for Caesar cannot live 
To be ungentle. 

Mess. So the gods preserve thee ! [Exit. 

Cats. Come hither, Proculeius; Go, and say, 
We purpose her no shame : give her what comforts 
The quality of her passion shall require ; 
Lest, m her greatness, by some mortal stroke 
She do defeat us : for her life in Rome 
Would be eternal in our triumph : Go, 
And, with your speediest, bring us what she says, 
And how you find of her. 

Pro. Caesar, I shall. [ExttVro. 

Ckes. Gallus, go you along. — Where's Dolabella, 
To second Proculeius f [Exit Gallus. 

Agr. McBC. Dolabella ! 

Ctes. Let him alone, for I remember now 
How he's employed ; he shall in time be ready. 
Go with me to my tent; where you shall see 
How hardly I was drawn into this war; 
How calm and gentle I proceeded still 
In all my writings : Go with me, and see 
Wliat I can show in this.^ [ExeufU. 

SCEJSTE 11. — Alexandria. A room in Ike momt' 
meni. Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, and Iras. 

Cleo. My desolation does begin to make 
A better life : 'Tis paltry to be Caesar ; 
Not being fortune, he's but fortune's knave,* 
A minister of her will ; And it is great 
To do that thing that ends all other deeds ; 
Which shackles accidents, and bolts up change ; 

(1) Servant 
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Which sleeps, and neverpalates more the dung, 
The beggar^s nurse and CsesarV 

Eniery to the gates of the monument^ Proculeius, 
Gallus, and Soldiers. 

Pro. Caesar sends greeting to the queen of Egypt ; 
And bids thee study on what fair demands 
Thou meanest to have him grant thee. 

Cleo. [ ITithin.] What's thy name > 

Pro. My name is Proculeius. 

Cleo. [iViihin.] Antony 

Did tell me of you, bade me trust vou ; but 
I do not greatly care to be deceived, 
That have no use for trusting. If your master 
Would have a queen his beggar, you must tell him, 
That majesty, to keep deconmi, must 
No less beg than a kingdom : if he please 
To give me conquered Egypt for my son, 
He gives me so much of mine own, as I 
Will kneel to him with thanks. 

Pro. Beof good cheer; 

You are fallen into a princely hand, fear nothing : 
Make your full reference freely to my lord, 
Who is so full of grace, that it flows over 
On all that need : Let me report to him 
Your sweet dependancy ; and you shall find 
A conqueror, tnat will pray in aid for kindness, 
Where he for grace is kneelM to. 

Cleo. [IVUhin.] Pray you, tell him 

I am his fortune's vassal, and I send him 
The greatness he has got I hourly learn 
A doctrine of obedience ; and would gladly 
Look him i'the face. 

Pro. This Pll report, dear lady. 

Haye comfort ; for, I know, your plight is pitied 
Of him that caus'd it 

Gal. You see how easily she may be surprised ; 

[Here Proculeius, and two of tne guards ascend 

the monument by a ladder placed against 
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a vnndanDy and having descended^ come be- 
Twnd Cleopatra. Some of the guard unbar 
and open the gates. 
Guard her till Caesar come. 

[To Proculeius and the guard. [Exit Gal. 

Iras. Royal queen I 

Char. O Cleopatra ! thou art taken, queen ! — 

Cleo. Quick, quick, good hands. 

[Drawing a dagger. 

Pro. Hold, worthy ladj, hold : 

[Seizes and disarms her. 
Do not yourself such wrong, who are in this 
RelievM, but not betray'd. 

deo. What, of death too, 

That rids our dogs of languish .•* 

Pro. Cleopatra, 

Do not abuse my master's bounty, by 
The undoing of yourself: let the world see 
His nobleness well acted, which your death 
Will never let come forth. 

Cleo. Where art thou, death ? 

Come hither, come ! come, come, and take a queen 
Worth many babes and beggars I 

Pro. 0, temperance, lad^ ! 

Cleo. Sir, I will eat no meat, I'll not drink, sir ; 
If idle talk will once be necessaiy, 
PIl not sleep neither : This mortal house I'll ruin. 
Do Caesar what he can. Know, sir, that I 
Will not wait pinion'd' at your master's court ; 
Nor once be chastis'd with the sober eye 
Of dull Octavia. Shall they hoist me up. 
And show me to the shouting varletryS 
Of censuring Rome ? Rather a ditch in Eg}-pt 
Be gende grave to me ! rather on Nilus' mud 
Lay me stark naked, and let the water-flies 
Blow me into abhorring ! rather make 
My country's high pyramides my gibbet, 
And hang me up in chains ! 

(1) Bound, confined. (2) Rabble. 
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Pro. You do extend 

Theae thoughts of horror further than you shall 
Find cause in Caesar. 

£nfer Dolabella. 

Dol. Proculeius, 

What thou hast done thy master Caesar knowfl, 
And he hath sent for thee : as for the queen, 
ril take her to my guard. 

Pro. So, Dolabella, 

It shall content me best : be gentle to her. — 
To Caesar I will speak what you shall please, 

[To Cleopatra. 
If you'll employ me to him. 

CUo. Say, I would die. 

[ Kreunt Proculeius, and Soldiers. 

Dol. Most noble cmpi-ess, you have heard of me ? 

Cleo. I cannot tell. 

Dol. Assuredly, you know me. 

Cieo. No matter, sir, what I have heard, or known. 
You laugh, when boys, or women, tell their dreams ; 
l8*t not your trick ? 

Dol. I understand ftot, madam. 

CUo. I drcam'd, there was an emperor Antony ; — 
O, such another sleep, that I might see 
But such another man ! 

DoL If it might please you, — 

CUo. His face was as the heavens ; and therein 
stuck 
A sun, and moon ; which kept their course, and 

lighted 
The little 6, the earth. 

Dol. Most sovereign creature, — 

Cleo. Tlis leg? bestrid the ocean : his rear'd arm 
Crested the world : his voice was propertied 
As all the tuned spheres, and that to friends; 
But when he meant to quaiU and shake the orb, 
He was as rattling thunder. For his IxHinty, 

(1) Crush. 
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There was no winter in't ; an autumn 'twas, 
That grew the more by reaping : His delights 
Were dolphin-like ; they showM his back above 
The element they liv'd in : In his livery 
Walk'd crowo^, and crownets; reabns and islands 

were 
As plates' dropp'd from his pocket. 

Dol. Cleopatra, — 

Cleo. Tliink you, there was, or might be, such a 
man 
As this I dreamM of? 

DoL Gentle madam, no. 

Cleo. You lie, up to the hearing of the gods. 
But, if there be, or ever were cme such, 
It's past the size of dreaming : Nature wants stuff 
To vie strange forms with fancy ; yet, to imagine 
An Antony, were nature's piece 'gainst fancy, 
Con^emnmg shadows quite. 

Dol. Hear me, good madam : 

Your loss is as yourself, ffreat ; and vou bear it 
As answering to the weight : 'Would I might never 
O'ertake pursu'd success, but I do feci, 
By the rebound of yours, a grief that shoots 
My very heart at root 

Cleo. I thank you, sir. 

Know you, what Cajsar means to do with me? 

DoL I am loath to tell you what I would you 
knew. 

Cleo. Nay, pray you, sir, — 

Dol. Though he be honourable,^ 

Cleo. He'll lead me then in triumph ? 

Dol. Madam, he will ; 

I know it. 

Within. Make way there, — Caesar. 

Enter Caesar, Callus, Proculeius, Maecenas, Seleu- 
cus, and Attendants. 

Cces* Which is the queen 

(1) Silver money. 
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Of Egypt? 

VU. *Tis the emperor, madam. [C\eo. kneds. 

Oaa. Arisc^ 

You shall not kneel : 

I praj you, rise ; rise, B%}'pt. 

Cieo. Sir, the eods 

Will have it thus ; my master and my lord 
1 must obey. 

C(B3. Take to jrou no hard thoughts : 

The record of what injuries you did us. 
Though written in our flesh, we shall remember 
As things but done by chance. 

Cleo. Sole sir o'the world, 

F cannot project^ mine own cause so well 
To make it clear ; but do confess, I have 
Been ladpji with like frailties, which before 
Have often shamM our sex. 

Cces. Cleopatra, know. 

We will extenuate rather than enforce : 
If you apply yourself to our intents 
(Which towards you are most gentle,) you shall find 
A benefit in this change ; but if you seek 
To lay on me a cruelty, by taking 
Antony's course, you shall bereave yourself 
Of my good purooses, and put your children 
To that destruction which rll guard them from, 
If thereon you rely. Pll take my leave. 

Cleo. And may, through all the world: 'tis 
yours; and we 
Your 'scutcheons, and your signs of conquest, shall 
Hang in what place you please. Here, my good lord. 

CcBS. You shall advise me in all for Cleopatra. 

Cleo. This is the brief of money, plate, and jewels, 
I am possess'd of: 'tis exactly valued ; 
Not petty things admitted. — Where's Seleucus.^ 

Set. Here, madam. 

CUo. This is my treasurer ; letblm speak, my lord. 
Upon liis peril, that I have reserv'd 
To myselr nothing^. Speak the truth, Seleucu.4 

(1) Shape or form. 
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Sel. Madam, 
I had rather seeU my lips, than, to my peril, 
Speak that which is not. 

Cleo. What have I kept back ? 

SeL Enough to purchase what you have made 
known. 

Cas. Nay, blush not, Cleopatra ; I approve 
Your wisdom in the deed. 

Cleo. See, Caesar! O, behold, 

How pomp is followed ! mine will now be yours ; 
And, should we shift estates, yours would be mine. 
The ingratitude of this Seleucus does 
Even make me wild :— O slave, of no more trust 
Than love that's hir'd I — What, goest thou back ? 

thou shalt 
Go back, I warrant thee ; but I'll catch thine eyes, 
Though they had wings : Slave, soul-less villain, 

dog! 
O rarely2 base ! 

Cces. Good queen, let us entreat you. 

CUo. O Caesar, what a wounding shame is this; 
That, thou vouchsafing here to visit me, 
Doing the honour of thy lordliness 
To one so meek, that mine own servant should 
Parcel' the sum of my disgraces by 
Addition of his envy .' Say, good Caesar, 
That I some lady trifles have reserv'd, 
Immoment toys, things of such dignity 
As we greet modern^ friends withal ; and say, 
Some nobler token I have kept apart 
For Livia,5 and Octavia,^ to mduce 
Their mediation ; must I be unfolded 
With one that I have bred? The gods! It smites me 
Beneath the fall 1 have. Pr'ythee, go hence ; 

[To Seleucus. 
Or I shall show the cinders^ of my spirits 

(1) Sew up. (2) Uncommonly. (3) Add to. 
(4) Common. (5) Caesar's wife. 
(6) Caesar's sister. (7) Fire. 
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Through the ashes of my chance : — ^Wert tbon a 

man, 
Thou would^st have mercj on me. 

Ceu, Forbear, Seleucus. 

[Exit Seleucus. 
CUo, Be it known, that we, the greatest, are 
mis-thought 
For things that others do ; and, when we fall, 
We answer others' merits' in our nante, 
Are therefore to be pitied. 

Cos. Cleopatra, 

Not what you have reserv'd, nor wlmt acknowledg'd. 
Put we i'the roll of conqtiest: still be It yours. 
Bestow it at your pleasure ; and believe, 
CaBsar*s no merchant, to make prize with you 
Of things that merchants sold. Therefore be 

ohecr'd ; 
Make not your thoughts your prisons : no, deai 

queen ; 
For we intend so to dispose you, as 
Yourself shall give us counsel. Feed, and sleep: 
Our care and pity is so much upon you, 
That we remain your friend ; And so adieu. 
Cleo. My master, and my lord I 
C<BS. Not so: Adieu. 

[Eveunt Caesar, and his train. 
CUo. He words me, girls, he words me, that I 
should not 
Be noble to myself: but hark thee, Charmian. 

r Whispers Charmian. 
Iras. Finish, good lady : the bright day is done, 
And we are for the dark. 

Cleo. Hie thee again : 

I have spoke already, and it is provided ; 
Go, put it to the haste. 

Char. Madam, I will. 

Re-enter Dolabella. 
Dol. Where is the queen ? 

(1) Merits or demerits. 
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Char. Behold, sir. [Exit Char. 

Cleo. Dolabella ? 

DoL Madam, as thereto sworn by your command, 
Which my love makes religion to obey, 
I tell you this : Caesar through Syria 
Intends his journey ; and, within three days, 
You with your children will he send before : 
Make your best use of this : I have performed 
Your pleasure, and my piomise. 

Cleo. Dolabella, 

I shall remain your debtor. 

Dol. I your servant 

Adieu, good queen ; I must attend on Caesar. 

Cleo. Farewell, and thanks. [Exit Dol] Now, 
Iras, what think'st thou ? 
Thou, an Egyptian puppet, shalt be shown 
In Rome, as well as I : mechanic slaves 
With greasy aprons, rules, and hammers, shall 
Uplift us to the view ; in their thick breaths, 
Rank of gix>ss diet, shall we be enclouded. 
And forcM to drink their vapour. 

Iras. The gods forbid ! 

Cleo. Nay, *tis most certain, Iras : Saucy lictorsl 
Will catch at us, like strumpets ; and scald rhymers 
Ballad us out oUune : the quick^ comedians 
Extemporally will stage us, and present 
Our Alexandrian revels ; Antony 
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I shall see 
Some squeaking Cleopatra boy3 my greatness 
Pthe posture of a whore. 

Iras. O the good gods ! 

Cleo. Nay, that is certain. 

Iras. Pll never see it ; for, I am sure, my nails 
Are stronger than mine eyes. 

CUo. Why, that's the way 

To ftx)l their preparation, and to conquer 
Their most absurd intents. — Now, Charmian f — 

(1) Beadles. (2) Lively. 

(3) Female characters were played by boys. 
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Show me, my women, like a queen ; — Go fetch 
My best attires ; — I am again tor Cydnus, 
To meet Mark Antony : — Sirrah, Iras, go. — 
Now, noble Charmian, we*il despatch indeed : 
And, when thou hast done this chare,^ V\\ give thee 

leave 
To play till dooms-day. — Bring oar crown and all. 
Wherefore's this noise ? [Ex. 1 ras. A noise within. 
Enter one of the Guard. 

Guard. Here is a rural fellow. 

That will not be denied your highness' presence ; 
He brings you figs. 

Cko. Let him come in. How poor an instru- 
ment [Exit Guard 
May do a noble deed ! he brings me liberty. 
Mv resolution's plac'd, and I have nothing 
Of woman in me : Now from head to foot 
I am marble-constant : now the fleeting^ mooo 
No planet is of mine. 

Re-enter Guard, with a Clown bringing a basket. 

Guard. This is the man. 

CUo. Avoid, and leave him. [Exit Guard. 

Hast thou the pretty worm^ of Nilus there, 
That kills and pains not.^ 

Clown. Truly I have him : but I would not be 
the party that should desire you to touch him, for 
his biting is immortal ; those, that do die of it, do 
seldom or never recover. 

Cleo. Remembcr'st thou any that have died on't f 

Clown. Very many, men and women too. I 
heard of <me of them no longer than yesterday : a 
very honest woman, but something given to lie ; as 
a woman should not do, but in the way of honesty : 
how she died of the biting of it, what pain she felt. 



(1) Job of work. 
(3) Serpent. 

VOL. VII. 



(2) Inconstant. 
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— Truly, she makes a veiy good report o'theworm* 
But he that will believe all that they say, shall 
never be saved by half that they do : But this is 
most fallible, the wonn^s an odd worm. 

Cleo. Get thee hence ; farewell. 

Clown. I wish you all joy of the worm. 

Cleo. Farewell. [Clown sets down the basket. 

Clown, You must think this, look you, that the 
worm will do his kind.l 

Cleo. Ay, ay ; farewell. 

Clown. Look you, the worm is not to be trusted, 
but in the keeping of wise people ; for, indeed, 
there is no goodness in the worm. 

Cleo. Take thou no care ; it shall be heeded. 

Clown. Very good : give it nothing, I pray you, 
for it is not worth the feeding. 

Cleo. Will it eat me? 

Cloton. You must not think I am so simple, but 
I know the devil himself will not eat a woman : I 
know, that a woman is a dish for the gods, if the 
devil dress her not But, truly, these same whore- 
son devils do the gods great harm in their women ; 
for in every ten that they make, the devils mar five. 

Cleo. Well, get thee gone ; farewell. 

Clown. Yes, forsooth ; I wish you joy of the 
worm. [Exit. 

Re-enter Iras, with a robe, crown, SfC. 

Cleo. Give me my robe, put on my crown ; I have 
Immortal longings in me : Now no more 
The juice of Egypt's grape shall moist this lip :— 
Yare, yare,2 good Iras ; quick. — Methinks, I hea. 
Antony call ; I see him rouse himself 
To praise my noble act ; I hear him mock 
The luck of Caesar, which the gods give men 
To excuse their after wrath : Husband, I come ; 
Now to that name my courage prove my title ! 

(1) Act according to his nature. 

(2) Make haste. 
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I am fire, and air ; my other elements 
I give to baser life. — So, — ^have you done ? 
Come then, and take the last warmth of my lips. 
Farewell, kind Charmian ; — Iras, long faniwell. 

[Kisses them. Iras falls and dies. 
Have I the aspic in my lips? Dost iall? 
If thou and nature can so gently part. 
The stroke of death is as a lover's pinch, 
Which hurts, and is desirM. Dost thou lie still ? 
Jf thus thou vanishest, thou telPst the world 
It ia not worth leave-taking. 

Cfiar. Dissolve, thick cloud, and rain; that I 
may say, 
The gods themselves do weep ! 

Oleo, This proves me base : 

If she first meet the curled Antony, 
He'll make demand of her ; and spend that kiss. 
Which is my heaven to have. Come, mortal wretch, 
[To the asp, which she applies to her breast. 
With thy sharp teeth this knot intrinsicate 
Of life at once untie : poor venomous fool. 
Be anpy, and despatcn. O, could'st thou s])cak ! 
That Imiffht hear thee call great Caesar, ass 
Unpoliciea!^ 

Uhar. O eastern star ! 

Cleo. Peace, peace ! 

Post thou not see my baby at my breast, 
That sucks the nurse asleep ? 

Char. O, b\ eak ! O, break ! 

Cleo. As sweet as balm, as soft as air, as 
gentle, — 
O Antony I — Nay, I will take thee too : — , 

[Applying another tup to her ann. 
What should I stay — [Falls on a bed, and die^. 

Char. In this wild world ? — So, fare thee well. — 
Now boast thee, death ! in thy possession lies 
A lass unparalleled. — Downy windows, close ; 
And golden Phoebus never be beheld 

(1) Unpolitic, to leave me to myself. 
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Of eyes a^n so royal ! Your crown's awiy ; 
1*11 mend it, and then play. 

Enter the Guard, rushing in. 

1 Guard. Where is the queen ? 
Char, Speak soAly, wake her not 

1 Guard, Caesar hath sent — 
Char, Too slow a messenger 

[Applies the asp. 
O, come ; apace, despatch : I partly feel thee. 

1 Guard. Approach, ho ! All's not well : Cae- 

sar's bc^il'd. 

2 Guard. There's Dolabella sent from Caesar; — 

call him. 

1 Guard. "What work is here? — Charmian, is 

this well done.^ 
Char. It is well done, and fitting for a princess 
Descended of so many royal kings. 
Ah, soldier .' [Dies. 

Enter Dolabella. 

DoL How goes it here? 

2 Guard, All dead. 

DoL Caesar, thy thoughts 

Touch their effects in this : Thyself art coming 
To see perform'd the dreaded act, which thou 
So sougbt'st to hinder. 

WiUiin, A way there, way for Caesar ! 

Enter Caesar, and Attendants, 

Dot. O, sir, you are too sure an augurer ; 
That you did fear, is done. 

Cats. ' Bravest at the last : 

She levell'd at our punposes, and, being royal. 
Took her own way. — The manner of their deaths ? 
1 do not see them bleed. 

Dol. Who \7a8 last with them ? 

1 Guard. A simple countiyman,that brought hef 
figs; 
This was his basket 
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Cces, PoisonM then. 

1 Guard. O Caesar, 

This Charmidii liv*d but now ; she stood, and spake : 
I found her trimming up (he diadem 
On her dead mistress ; tremblingly she stood. 
And on the sudden dropp'd. 

Cbu. O noble weakness ! — 

If they had swallow'd poison, 'twould appear 
By external swelling : but she looks like sleep, 
As she would catch another Antony 
In her strong toil of grace.' 

Dol. Here, on her breast, 

There is a vent of blood, and scmiething blown : 
The like is on her arm. 

1 Guard. This is an aspic's trail : and these fig- 
leaves 
Hare slime upon them, such as the aspic leaves 
Upon the caves of Nile. 

Cats. Most probable, 

That so she died; for her physician tells me. 
She hath pursued conclusionaE^ infinite 
Of easy ways to die. — Take up her bed ; 
And bear her women from the monunKnt : — 
She shall be buried by her Antony : 
No grave upon the earth shall clip* in it 
A pair so famous. High events as tibese 
Strike those that make them : and their story is 
No less in pity, than his gloiy, which 
Brought them to be lamented. Our aimy shall, 
In solemn show, attend this funeral ; 
And then to Rome.— Come, Dolabella, see 
High order in this great solemnity. \Exeu7U. 

(1) Graceful appearance. 

(2) Tried experiments. (3) Enfold. 
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This play keeps curiosity always busy, and the 
passions always interested. The continual hurry 
of the action, the variety of incidents, and the quick 
succession of one personage to another, call the 
mind forward without intermission, from the first 
act to the last But the power of delighting is de- 
rived principally from the frequent changes of the 
scene ; for, except the feminine arts, some of which 
are too low, which distin^ish Cleopatra, no charac- 
ter is very stronglv discnininated. Upton, who did 
not easily miss what he desired to find, has discov- 
ered that the language of Antony is, with great 
■kill and learning, made pompous and superb, ac- 
cordii^ to his real practice. But I think his dic- 
tion not distinguishable from that of others : the 
most tumid speech in the play is that which Caesar 
makes to Octavia. 

The events, of which the principal are described 
(iccording to history, are producea without any art 
of connection or care of disposition. 

JOHNSON. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Cjmbeline, king of Britain. 

Cloten, son to the queen by a former husband. 

Leooatus Posthumus, a gentleman^ husband to 

Imogen, 
Belarius, a banished lordj disguised wider the 

name of Morgan, 
^ ., . \sons to Cymbeline, disguised under 
^T^'> the names of Polydore and Cad- 
■^"^"'^"** » wo/, supposed sons to Beiarius. 



V\x\anOf friend to Posthumus, ) 
0, i 



Italians, 



Isichimo, friend to Philario, 

A French Gentleman, friend to PliUario. 

Caius Lucius, general of the Roman forces, 

A Roman Captain. Two British Caviains. 

Pisanio, servant to Posthumus, 

Cornelius, a physician. 

Tujo Gentlemen, 

Tu>o Gaolers, 

Queen, wife to Cymbeline. 

Imogen, daughter to Cymbeline by a former queen, 

Helen, woman to Imogen. 

Lords, Ladies, Roman Senators, Tribunes, Ajtpa" 
ritions, a Soothsayer, a Dutch Gentleman, a 
Spanish Gentleman, Musicians, Officers, Cap- 
tains, Soldiers, Messengers, and other Attend- 
ants, 

Scene, sometimes in Britain ; sometimes tn Italj. 



d by Google 



CYMBELINE 



ACT I. 

SCEJ>rE i.— Britain. 77u' garden behind Cyin- 
beline^s palace. Enter Two Gentlemen. 

1 Gentleman. 

\ OU do not meet a man, but frowns : our bloods^ 
No more obey the heavens, than our courtiers ; 
Stil! seem, as does the king^s. 
2 Gent. But what's the matter ? 

1 Gent. His daughter, and the heir of his king- 

dom, whom 
He purposM to his wife's sole son (a widow, 
That late he married,) hath referred herself 
Unto a poor but worthy gentleman : She's wedded ; 
Her husband banish'd; she imprison'd : all 
Is outward sorrow ; though, I think, the king 
Be touch'd at very heart. 

2 Gent. None but the king ? 

1 Gent. He, that hath lost her, too: so is the 

queen, 
That most desir'd the match : But not a courtier, 
Although they wear their faces to the bent 
Of the king's looks, hath a heart that is not 
Glad at the thing they scowl at 

2 Gent. And why so f 

1 Gent. He that hath miss'd the princess, is a thing 

(1) Inclination natural disposition. 
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Too bad for bad report : And he that hath her, 
([ mean, that married her,— alack, good man ! — 
And therefore banish'd) is a creature such 
As, to seek through the regions of the earth 
For one his like, there would be something failing 
In him that should compare. I do not think 
So fair an outward, and such stuff within, 
Elndows a man but he. 
2 Gent You speak him far.' 

1 Gent. I do extend him, sir, within himself; 
Crush him together, rather than unfold 

His measure dulj.^ 

2 Gent What's his name, and birth ? 
1 Gei^. I cannot delve him to the root : His father 

Was calPd Sicilius, who did join his honour, 
Against the Romans, with Cassibelan ; 
But had his titles by Tenantius,3 whom 
He servM with glorv and admired success : 
SogainM the sur-aadition, Leonatus: 
And had, besides this gentleman iu question, 
Two other sons, who, m the wars o'the time, 
Died with their swords in hand ; for which their 

father 
(Then old and fond of issue,) took such sorrow, 
That he quit being ; and his gentle lady. 
Big of this gentleman, our theme, deceased 
As he was ^m. The king, he takes the babe 
To his protection; calls him Posthumus; 
Breeds nim, and makes him of his bed-chamber : 
Puts him to all the learnings that his time 
Could make him the receiver of; which he took, 
As we do air, fast as 'twas minister'd ; and 
In his spring became a harvest : LivM in court, 
r Which rare it is to do,) most prais*d, most lov'd : 
A sample to the youngest ; to the more mature, 

(1) t. e. You praise him extensively. 

(2) My praise, however extensive, is within hia 
merit. 

(3) The fether of Cymbeline. 
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A glass that feated* them; and to the graver, 
A child that guided dotards : to his mistreM, 
For whom he now is banishM, — her own price 
Proclaims how she esteemM him and his virtue ; 
Bjr her election may be truly read, 
What kind of man he Is. 

2 Gent. I honour him 

Even out of your report. But, 'pray you, lell me, 
Is she sole child to me king f 

1 Gent. His only child. 
He had two sans (if this be worth your hearing, 
Mark it,) the eldest of them at three years old, 
I'the swathing clothes the other, from their nursery 
Were stolen : and to this hour, no guess in knowledge 
Which way they went 

2 Gent. How long is this ago f 

1 Gent. Some twenty years. 

2 Gent. That a king^s children should be so con- 

veyM ! 
So slackly guarded ! And the search so slow, 
That could not trace them .' 

1 Gent. Howsoe'er 'tis strange. 
Or that the negligence may well be laugh'd at. 
Yet is it true, sir. 

2 Gent. I do well believe you. 

1 Gent. We must forbear : Here comes the queen, 
and princess. [Exeunt. 

SCKXE II.—The same. Enter the Queen, Pos- 
thumus, and Imogen. 

Queen. No, be assur'd, you shall not find me, 
daughter. 
After the slander of most step-mothers, 
Evil-ey'd unto you : vou are my prisoner, but 
Your gaoler shall deliver you the keys 
That lock up your restraint. For you, Posthumus, 
So soon as I can win the offended king, 
I will be known your advocate : many, yet 

(1) Formed their matmers. 
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The fire of rage is in him ; and *twere good, 
You leanM unto his sentence, with what patience 
Your wisdom may infoim you. 

Post. Please your highness, 

I will from hence to-day. 

Queen, You know the peril : — 

Pll fetch a turn about the ^rden, pitying 
The pangs of barr*d affections ; though the king 
Hath cbargM you should not speak together. 

[Exit Queen. 

Imo. O, 

Dissembling courtesy ! How fine this tyrant 
Can tickle where she wounds I — My dearest hus- 

band, 
I something fear my father*s wrath ; but nothing 
(Always reserved my holy duty,) what 
His rage can do on me : You must be gone ; 
And I shall here abide the hourly shot 
Of angry eyes ; not comforted to live. 
But that there is this jewel in the world. 
That I may see again. 

Past. My queen ! my mistress ! 

O, lady, weep no more ; lest 1 give cause 
To be suspected of more tenderness 
Than doth become a man ! I will remain 
The loyalist husband that did e'er plight troth. 
My residence in Rome at one Philario's ; 
Who Ic my father was a friend, to me 
Known but by letter : thither write, mv queen, 
And wiih mine eyes I'll drink the words you send, 
Thoug!) ink be made of gall. 

Re-enter Queen. 

Queen. Be brief, I pray you : 

If the king come, I shall incur I know not 
How much of his displeasure: — Yet I'll move him 

[Aside. 
To walk this way : I never do him wrong. 
But he does buy my injuries, to be frien(&; 
Pays dear for my offences. [Exit, 
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Post Should we be taking leave 

As long a term as yet we have to live, 
The loathness to depart would grow : Adieu ! 

Imo. Nay, stay a little : 
Were you but riding forth to air yourself. 
Such parting were too petty. Look here, love ; 
This diamond was my mother's : take it, heart ; 
But keep it till you woo another wife, 
When Imogen is dead. 

Post How! how! another?— 

You gentle gods, give me but this I have. 
And sear up* ray embracements frcan a next 
\Vith bonds of death !— Remain thou here 

[Putting on the ring. 
While sense2 can keep it on ! And sweetest, fairest. 
As I my poor self did exchange for you, 
To your so infinite loss ; so, in our trifles 
I still win of vou: For my sake, wear this ; 
It is a manacle of love ; TU place it 
Upon this fairest prisoner. 

[Putting a bracelet on her arm. 

Imo. O, the gods! 

When shall we see again ? 

Enter Cymbeline and Lords. 

Post , Alack, the kuig ! 

CVm.'Thou basest thing, avoid ! hence, from my 
sight! 
If, after this command, thou fraught^ the court 
With thy unworthiness, thou diest : Away ! 
Thou art poison to my blood. 

Post. The gods protect you ! 

And bless the good remainders of the court ! 
I am gone. [Exit. 

Imo. There cannot be a pinch in death 
More sharp than this is. 

Cym. O disloyal thing. 

That should'st repair my youth : thou heapest 

(1) Close up. (2) Sensation. (3) Fill. 
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A yearns age on me ! 

Imo. I beseech yoa, sir, 

I^arm not yourself with your vexation ; I 
Am senseless of your wrath ; a touch more rare* 
Subdues all pangs, all fears. 

Cym. Past grace? obedience? 

Imo. Past hope, and in despair ; that way, past 
grace. 

Cym, That might*st haVe had the sole? son of 
my queen ! 

Imo, O bless'd, that I might not! I chose an 
ea^le, 
And did avoid a puttock.' 

Cym. Thou took*st a beggar; would^st have made 
my throne 
A seat for baseness. 

Imo. No ; I rather added 

A lustre to it 

Cym. O Uhmi vile one ! 

Imo. Sir, 

ft is your fault that I have lov^d Posthumus : 
You bred him as my playfellow ; and he is 
A man, worth any woman ; overbuys me 
Almost the sum be pays. 

Cym, What !— art thou mad ? 

Imo. Almost, sir: Heaven restore me!—* Would 
I were 
A neat-herd V daughter ! and my Leonatus 
Our neighbour shepherd's son ! 

i2«-«n(er Queen. 

Cym.' Thou foolish thing !~ 

They were again together : you have done 

[To the Queen. 
Not after our command. Away with her, 
And pen her up. 

Queen. 'Beseech your patience : — Peace^ 

(1) A nrwre exquisite feeling. (2) Only. 

(3) A kite. (4) CatHe-keeper'i. 
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Dear lady daughter, peace ; — Sweet sovereign, 
Leave us to ourselves ; and make yourself somo 

comfort 
Out of your best advice.* 

Cym. Nay, let her languish 

A drop of blood a day ; and, being aged, 
Die of this folly ! [Exit, 

Enter Pisanio. 

Queen. Fie ! — ^you must give way : 

Here is your servant. — How now, sir? What news.^ 

Pis. My lord your son drew on my mtister. 

Queen, Ha ! 

No harm, I trust, is done .' 

Pis. There might have been. 

But that my master rather play'd than fought. 
And had no help of anger : they were parted 
By gentlemen at hand. 

Queen. I am vbtv glad on't 

Jmo. Your son's my father's friend; he takes 
his part. — 
To draw upon an exile ! — O brave sir ! — 
1 would they were in Afric both together ; 
Myself by with a needle, that I might prick 
1 "he goer back. — Why came you from your master .' 

Pis. On his command : He would not sud'er me 
To bring him to the haven : left these notes 
Of what commands I should be subject to, 
When it pleas'd you to employ me. 

Queen. This hath been 

Your faithful servant : I dare lay mine honour 
He will remain so. 

Pis. I humbly thank your highness. 

Queen. Pray, walk a while. 

Imo. About some half hour hence, 

J pray yc^, speak with me : you shall, at least. 
Go see my lord aboard : for this time, leave me. 

[Exeunt 

(1) Consideration. 
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SCEJ^E ITI.—A public place, 
and two Ix)rds. 

1 Lord. Sir, I would advise you to shift a shirt; 
the violence of action halh made you reek as a sac- 
rifice : Where air comes out, air comes in : there*a 
none abroad so wholesome as that you vent. 

Clo, U my shirt were bloody, then to shift it — 
Have I hurt him ? 

2 Lord. No, faith ; not so much as his patience. 

[Aside. 

1 Lord. Hurt him ? his body*s a passable car- 
cass, if he be not hurt : it is a tlK)roughfare for steel, 
if it be not hurt 

2 Lord. His steel was in debt; it went o^the 
backside the town. [Aside. 

Clo. The villain would not stand me. 
2 Lord. No ; but he fled forward still, toward 
your face. [Aside. 

1 Lord. Stand you ! You have land enough o( 
your own: but he added to your having; gave you 
some ground. 

2 I^rd. As many inches as you have oceans : 
Puppies ! [Aside. 

Clo. I would, they had not conie between us. 

2 Lord. So would I, till you had measured how 
lon^ a fool Tou were upon the ground. [Aside. 

Clo. And that she should love this fellow, and 
refuse me ! 

2 Lord. If it be a sin to make a true election, 
she is damned. [Aside. 

1 Lord. Sir, as I told you always, her beauty 
and her brain go not together 'A She^s a good sign, 
but I have seen small reflection of her wit.2 

2 Lord. She shines not upon fools, lest the re- 
flection should hurt her. [Aside. 

(1) Her beauty and sense are not equal. 

(2) To understand the force of this idea, it should 
be remembered that anciently almost every sign had 
a motto, or some attempt at a witticism, underneath it 
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Clo. Come, I'll to my chamber : 'Would there 
had been some hurt done ! 

2 Lord. I wish not so ; unless it had been the 
fall of an ass, which is no great hurt [Aside. 

Go. YouMl go with us ? 

1 Lord. rU attend your lordship. 
Clo. Nay, come, let's go together. 

2 Lord. Well, my lord. . [Exeunt. 

SCEJVE IV. — A room in Cyrabeline's palace. 
Enter Imogen and Pisanio. 

Imo. I would thou grew'st unto the shore's o'the 
haven, 
And question'dsf every sail : if he should write, 
And 1 not have it, 'twere a paper lost 
As crfTer'd mercy is. What was the last 
That he spake to thee ? 

Pis. 'Twas, His qveen^ his queen ! 

hno. Then wav'd his handkerchief? 

Pis. And kissM.it, madam. 

Imo. Senseless linen ! happier therein than 1 1 — 
And that was all ^ 

Pis. No, madam ; for so long 

As he could make me with this eye or ear 
Distinguish him from others, he did keep 
The deck, with glove, or hat, or handkerchief. 
Still waving, as the fits and stirs of his mind 
Could best express how slow his soul sail'd on. 
How swift his ship. 

Inu>. Thou should'st have made him 

As little as a crow, or less, ere left 
To after-eye him. 

Pis. Madam, so I did. 

Imo. I would have broke mine eye-strings; 
crack'd them, but 
To look upon him ; till the diminution 
Of sj^ace had pointed him sharp as my needle : 
Nay, follow'd him", till he had melted from 
The smallness of a gnat to air ; and then 

VOL. VII. O 
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Have tiira*cl mine eye, and wept — But, gcxxi Pi- 

sanio, 
When shall we hear from him ? 

Pis. Be assured, madam, 

With his next vantage. » 

Into. I did not take my leave of him, but had 
Most pretty things to say: ere I could tell him. 
How 1 would think on him, at certain hours. 
Such thoughts, and such ; or I could make him swear 
The shes of Italy should not betray 
Mine interest, and his honour ; or have charged him^ 
At the sixth hour of mom, at noon, at midnight, 
To encounter me with orisons,^ for then 
I am in heaven for him ; or ere 1 could 
Give him that parting kiss, which I had set 
Betwixt two charming words, comes in my father, 
And, like the tyrannous breathing of the north. 
Shakes all our buds from growii^. 

Enter a Lady. 

Lady. The queen, madam, 

Desires your highness* company. 

Imo. Those things I bid you do, get them des- 
patched. — 
I will attend the queen. 

Pis. Madam, I shall. [Exe. 

SCEJ^E V. — Rome. Jin apartment in Philario*s 
?umse. Enter Philario, lachimo, a Frenchman, 
a Dutchman, and a Spaniard. 

lack. Believe it, sir : I have seen him in Britain : 
he was then of a crescent note ;3 expected to prove 
so worthy, as since he hath been allowed the name 
of: but I could then have looked on him without the 
help of admiration ; though the catalogue of his en- 

(1) Opportunity. 

(2) Meet me with reciprocal prayer. 

(3) Increasing in fame. 
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dowments had been tabled by his side, and I to 
peruse him by items. 

Phi. You speak of him when he was less furnish- 
ed,! than now he is, with that which makes^ him 
both without and within. 

French. I have seen him in France : we had very 
many there, could behold the sun with as firm eyes 
as he. 

lach. This matter of marrying his king's daugh- 
ter (wherein he must be weighM rather by her 
value, than his own,) words hun, I doubt not, a 
great deal from the matter. 

French. And then his banishment : — 

Inch. Ay, and the approbation of those, that weep 
this lamentable divorce, under her colours, are won- 
derfully to extend^ him ; be it but to fortify her 
judgment, which else an easy battery might lay flat, 
for taking a beggar without more quality. But how 
comes it, he is to sojourn with you.' How ci-eeps 
acquaintance f 

fhi His father and I were soldiers together ; to 
whom 1 have been often bound for no less than my 
life :— 

Enter Posthumus. 

Here comes the Briton : Let him be so entertained 
amongst you, as suits, with gentlemen of your 
knowing, to a stranger of his quality. — I beseech 
you all, be better known to this gentleman ; whom 
1 commend to you, as a noble friend of mine : How 
worthy he is, I will leave to appear hereafter, 
rather than story him in his own hearing. 

French. Sir, we have known tc^ether in Orleans. 

Post. Since when I have been debtor to you for 
courtesies, wliich I will be ever to pay, and yet pay 
still. 

French. Sir, you o'er-rate my poor kindness : I 

(1) Acccmiplished. (2) Forms him. 
(3) Praise. 
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was glad I did atone> my countryman and you; It 
had been pity, )ou should have been put together 
with so mortal a purpose, as then each bore, upon 
importance^ of s^o slight and trivial a nature. 

Fost. By your panion, sir, I was then a youn^ 
traveller ; rather shunn'd to go even with what 1 
heard, than in my every action to be guided by 
others' experiences : but, upon my mended judg- 
ment (if 1 offend not to say it is mended,) my quar- 
rel was not aitc^ether slight. 

French. 'Faith, yes, to be put to the arbitrement 
of swords; and by such two, that would, by all 
likelihood, have confounded^ one the other, or have 
fallen both. 

lach. Can we, with manners, ask what was the 
difference f 

French. Safely, I think : 'twas a contention in 
public, which may, without caitradiction, suffer the 
report. It was much like an argument that fell out 
last night, where each of us fell in praise of our coun- 
try mistresses : This gentleman at that time vouch- 
ing (and upon warrant of bloody affirmation,) his 
to be more fair, virtuous, wise, chaste, constant- 
qualified, and less attemptible, than any the rarest 
of our ladies in France. 

lach. That lady is not now living; or this gentle- 
man's opinion, by this, worn out. 

Post. She holds her virtue still, and I my mind. 

Jach.Y<m must not so far prefer her 'fore ours of 
Italy. 

Post. Being so far provoked as T was in France, 
I would abate her nothing; though I profess my- 
self her adorer, not her friend.^ 

lach. As fair, and as good (a kind of hand-in- 
hand comparisoa,) had been scMoething too fair, and 

(1) Reconcile. (2) Importunity, instigation. 

(3) Destroyed. 

(4) Lover, — I speak of her as a being I reve- 
rence, not as a beauty whom I enjoy. 
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too good, for any lady in Britany. If she went be- 
fore others I have seen, as that diamond of yours 
out-lustres many I have beheld, 1 could not but be- 
lieve she excelled many : but I have not seen the 
most precious diamond that is, nor you the lady. 

Post. I praised her, as I rated her : so do 1 my 
stone. 

lach. "What do you esteem it at } 

Post. More than the world enjoys. 

lach. Either your unparagonea mistress is dead, 
or she's out-prii'd by a trifle. 

Post. You are mistaken : the one may be sold, or 
given ; if there were wealth enough for the purchase, 
or merit for the gift : the other is not a thing for sale, 
and only the gift of the gods. 

lack. Which the gods have given you } 

Post. Which, by their graces, I will keep. 

lach. You may wear her in title yours : but, yon 
know, strange fowl light upon neighbouring ponds. 
Your ring may be stolen too : so, of your brace of 
uiiprizeable estimations, the one is but frail, and the 
other casual ; a cunning thief, or a that-way-accom- 
plished courtier, would hazard the wimiing both 
of first and last 

Post. Your Ital^ contains none so accomplished 
a courtier, to convmce* the h(Xiourof my mistress; 
if, in the holding or loss of that, you term her frail. 
J do nothing doubt, you have store of thieves ; not- 
withstanding, I fear not my ring. 

Phi. Let us leave here, gentlemen. 

Post. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy sig- 
nior, I thank him, makes no stranger of me ; we 
are familiar at first. 

lach. With five times so much conversation, I 
should get ground of your fair mistress : make her 
go back, even to the yielding ; had I admittance, 
and opportunity to friend. 

Post. No, no. 

(1) Overcome. 



Digitized by Google 



214 



CYMBELINE. 



Act I. 



lack. I dare, thereon, pawn the moietjr of my 
estate to your ring ; which, in my opinion, over- 
values it something : But I make my wager rather 
against your confidence, than her reputation : and, 
to bar your offence herein too, I durst attempt it 
against any lady in the world. 

Post You are a great deal abused' in too bold 
a persuasion; and I doubt not you sustain what 
you're worthy of, by your attempt 

lack. What's that? 

Post. A repulse : Though your attempt, as you 
call it, deserve more ; a punishment too. 

Phi. Gentlemen, enough of this : it came in too 
suddenly; let it die as it was bom, and, I pray you, 
be better acquainted. 

lack. * Would I had put my estate, and my 
neighbour's, on the approbation^ of what I have 
spdce. 

Post. What lady would you choose to assail ? 

lach. Yours; whom in constancy, you think, 
stands so safe. I will lay you ten thousand ducats 
to your ring, that, commend me to the court where 
your lady is, with no more advantage than the op- 
portunity c^ a second conference, and I will bring 
from tb^ice that honour of hers, which you imagine 
so reserved. 

Post, I will wage against your gold; gold to it : 
my ring I hold dear as my finger ; 'tis part of it 

lack. You are a friend, and therein the wiser. 
If you buy ladies' flesh at a million a di'am,you 
cannot preserve it from tainting : But, I see, you 
have some religion in you, that you fear. 

Post. This IS but a custom in your tongue; yoc 
bear a graver purpose, I hope. 

lack. I am the master of my speeches; and 
would undergo what's spoken, I swear. 

Post. Will you ? — I shall but lend my diamond 
till your return : — Let there be covenants drawn 



(1) Deceived. 



(2) Proof 



Digitized by Google 



Scene VI. 



CYMBELINE. 



215 



between us : My mistress exceeds in goodness the 
hugeness of your unworthy thinking : 1 dare you 
to this match : here's my ring. 

Fhi. I will have it no lay. 

lach. By the gods it is one — If I oring vou no 
sufficient testinK)ny that I have enjoyed the dearest 
bodily part of your mistress, my (on thousand du- 
cats are yours ; so is your diamond too. If I come 
off, and leave her in such honour as you hare trust 
m, she your jewel, this your jewel, and niv g"old 
are yours: — provided, I have yourcommentfation,' 
for my more free entertainment. 

Post. I CTibrace these conditions; let us have 
articles betwixt us : — only, thus far you shall answer. 
If you make your voyage upon her, and give me 
directly to understand you have pi-evailed, I am no 
further your enemy, she is not worth our debate : 
if she remain unseduced (you not making it appear 
otherwise,) for your ill opinion, and the assault you 
have made to her chastity, you shall answer me 
with your sword. 

Ifich. Your hand; a covenant: We will have 
these things set down by lawful counsel, and 
straight away for Britain ; lest the bargain should 
catch cold, and starve : I will fetch my gold, and 
have our two wagers recorded. 

Post. Agreed. [Exe. Posthumus and lAchimo. 

French. Will this hold, think you ? 

Phi. Signior lachimo will not from it Pray, let 
us follow *em. [Exeunt. 

SCEJVE r/.— Britain. A room in Cymbeline's 
palace. Enter Queen, Ladies, and Cornelius. 

Queen. Whiles yet the dew's on ground, gather 
those flowers ; 
Make haste : Who has the note of them f 
1 Lady. I, madam 

Queen. Despatch. [Exeunt Ladies 

(1) Recommendation. 
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Now, master doctor ; have you brought those drugs ? 

Cor. Pieaseth your highness, ay : here they are, 
madam : [Freseniing a small box. 

But I beseech your grace, (without oflence ; 
My conscience bids me ask;) wherefore you have 
Commanded of me these most poisonous com- 

pounds. 
Which are the movers of a languishing death ; 
But, though slow, deadly ? 

Queen. I do wonder, doctor, 

Thou ask*8t me such a question : Have I not been 
Thy pupil lone? Hast thou not leamM me how 
To make perfumes? distil? preserve? yea, so, 
That our great king himself doth woo me oft 
For my craifections ? Having thus far proceeded 
(Unless thou think*st me devilish,) isU not meet 
That I did amplify my judgment in 
Other conclusions ?l 1 will try the forces 
Of these thy compounds on such creatures as 
We count not worth the hanging (but none human,) 
To try the vigour of them, and apply 
Alla^'ments to their act ; and by them gather 
Their several virtues, and effects. 

Cor. Your highness 

Shall from this practice but make hard your heart : 
Besides, the seeing these effects will be 
Both noisome and infectious. 

Queen. O, content thee. — 

Enter Pisania 

Here comes a flattering rascal ; upon him \Asidt. 
Will I first work : he's for his master. 
And enemy to my son. — How now, Pisanio ? — 
Doctor, your service for this time is ended ; 
Take your own way. 

Cor. I do suspect you, madam ; 

But you shall do no harm. [Aside. 

QuLeen. Hark thee, a word. — 

[To Pisam'o. 

(1) Experiments. 
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Ck>r. [Aside.] 1 do not like her. She doth think, 
she has 
Strange lingering poisons : I do know her spirit, 
And will not trust one of her malice with 
A drug of such dainn'd nature : Those, she has, 
Will stupify and dull the sense a while ; 
Which ^rst, perchance, she'll prove on. cats, and 

dogs; 
Then afterward up higher; but there is 
No danger in what show of death it makes, 
More man the locking up the spirits a time. 
To be more fresh, reviving. Sne is foolM 
With a most false efiect; and I the truer, 
So to be false with her. 

Queen. No further service, doctor. 

Until I send for thee. 

Cor. I humbly take my leave. 

[Exit 

Queen. Weeps she still, say'st thou ? Dost thou 
think, in time 
She will not quench ;i and let instructions enter 
W here folly now possesses ? Do thou work : 
When thou shalt bring me word, she loves my son, 
1*11 tell thee, on the instant, thou art then 
As great as is thy master : greater ; for 
His fortunes all fie speechless, and his name 
Is at last gasp : Return he cannot, nor 
C<Mitinue where he is : to shift his being,^ 
Is to exchange one misery with another ; 
And every day, that comes, comes to decay 
A day's work in him : W^hat shalt thou expect. 
To be depender on a thing that leans : 
Who cannot be new built ; nor has no friends, 

[T/ie Queen drops a box : Pisanio takes it up. 
So much as but to prop him ? — Thou tak'st up 
Thou know'st not what ; but take it for thy labour: 
It is a thing I made, which hath the king 
Five times redeemed from death : I do not know 

(1) t. €. Grow cool. (2) To change his abode. 
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What is more cordial : — ^Nay, I pr*ythfe, take it ; 
It is an earnest of a further good 
That I mean to thee. Tell thy mistress how 
The case stands with her ; do*t, as from thyself. 
Think what a chance thou changest on ; but think 
Thou hast thy mistress still ; to boot, my ^on, 
Who shall take notice of thee : PU move the king 
To any shape c^ thy preferment, such 
As thouUt desire ; ana then myself, I chiefly, 
That set thee on to this desert, am bound 
To load thy merit richly. Call my women : 
Think on my words. [Exit Pis.]— A sly and 

constant knave ; 
Not to be shak'd : the agent for his master ; 
And the remembrancer of her, to hold 
The hand fast to her lord. I have given him tha(, 
Which, if he take, shall quite unpeople her 
Of liegersl for her sWcet ; and which she, after, 
Except she bend her humour, shall be assurM 

Re-enUr Pisanio, and Ladies. 

To taste of too. — So, so ; — well done, well done . 
The violets, cowslips, and the primroses, 
Bear to my closet : Fare thee well, Pisanio ; 
Think on my words. [Exeunt Queen and Ladies. 

Pis. And shall do: 

But when to my good lord I prove untrue, 
PU choke myself: there's all PU do for you. [Ex. 

SCEJVE VIL— Another room in the same. En- 
ter imc^en. 

Tmo. A father cruel, and a stcp-dame false ; 
A foolish suitor to a wedded lady, 
That hath her husband banished :— -O, that husband ! 
My supreme crown of grief! and those repeated 
Vexations of it ! Had I been thief-stolen, 
As my two brothers, happy ! but most miserable 
Is the desire that's glorious : Blessed be Uiose, 

(1) Ambassadors. 
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How mean soe'er, that have their honest wills, 
Which season's comfort — Who may this be ? Fie ! 

Enter Pisanio and lachimo. 

Pis. Madam, a noble gentleman ot' Rome ; 
Comes from mj lord with letters. 

lach. Change you, ma ]am ? 

The worthy Leonatns is in safety. 
And greets your highness dearly. 

[Presents a letter. 

Imo. Thanks, good sir . 

You are kindly welcome. 

Jack. All of her, that is out of door, most rich ! 

[Aside. 
Tf she be fumishM with a mind so rare. 
She is alone the Arabian bird ; and I 
Have lost the wager. Boldness be my friend ! 
Arm me, audacity, from head to foot .' 
Or, like the Parthian, I shall flying tight ; 
Rather, directly fly. 

Imo. [Reads.]— //« t* one qfthenoltlest note^ to 
whose kindness I nm most infinitely tied. R'Jlect 
upon him accordinglvj as you value your tntext 

LEOiNATUS. 
So far I read aloud : 
But even the very middle of my heart 
U warm'd by the rest, and takes it thankfully. — 
You are as welcome, worthy sir, as I 
Have words to bid you ; and shall find it so, 
In all that I can do. 

lack. Thanks, fairest lady. — 

What! are men mad? Hath nature given them 

eyes 
To see this vaulted arch, and the rich crop 
Of sea and land, which can distinguish 'twixt 
The fiery orbs above, and the twinn'd stones 
Upon the number'd beach .' and can we not 
Partition make with spectacles so precious 
'Twixt fair and foul .' 

Imo. What makes your admiration } 
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lack. It cannot be iUhe eye ; for aprs and mon- 
keys, 
'Twixt two such shes, would chatter this way, and 
Contemn with mows' the other : Nor i*the judg- 
ment; 
For idiots, in this cn^ of favour, would 
Be wisely definite/; Nor i'lhe appetite ; 
Sluttery, to sych neat excellence opposed, 
Should make dp«ire vomit emptiness, 
Not 80 allurM to feed. 

Jmo. What is the matter, trow ? 

lack. The cloyed will 

(That satiate yet unsatisfied desire. 
That tub both fiUM and running,) ravening first 
The lamb, longs after for the garbae^e. 

Imo. What, dear air, 

Thus raps you ? Are you well ? 

lack. Thanks, madam; well :— 'Beseech you, 
sir, desire f To Pisania 

My man's abode where T did leave him : be 
Is strange and peevish.^ 

Pis. I was going, sir. 

To give him welcome. [Exit Pisania 

Imo. Continues well my lord ? His health, 'be- 
seech you ? 

lack. Well, madam. 

Imo. Is he dispos'd to mirth .' I hope, he is. 

lack. Exceeding pleasant ; none a stranger there 
So merry and so gamesome : he is call'd 
The Briton reveller. 

Imo. When he was here. 

He did incline to sadness ; and oft-times 
Not knowing why. 

lach. I never saw him sad. 

There is a Frenchman his companioD, one 
An eminent monsieur, that, it seems, much loves 
A Gallian girl at home : he furnaces 
The thick sighs from him ; whiles the jolly Britoa 

(1) Making mouths. (2) Shy and tbolish. 
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(Your lord, I mean,) laughs from *8 free lung^ 

criea, O / 
Can my sidci hold, to iMnkj that man,— who knows 
By history, report, or his own proof, 
IVhat woman is, yea, what she cannot choose 
Bui must be,'-^U his free hours languish for 
Assured bondage ? 

Imo. Will my lord say so? 

lach. Ay, madam; with his eyes in flood with 
laughter. 
It is a recreaticMi to be by, 
And hear him mock the Frenchman : But, heavens 

know, 
Some men are much to blame. 

Jmo. Not he, I hope 

lach. Not he : But yet heaven's bounty towartls 
him might 
Be us'd more thankfully. In himself, *tis much ; 
In you, — which I count his, lieyond all talents, — 
Whilst I am bound to wonder, 1 am bound 
To pity too. 

Jmo. What do you pity, sir ? 

lach. Two creatures, heartily. 

Imo. Am I one, sir ? 

You look on me ; What wreck discern you in me, 
Deserves your pity ? 

lach. Lamentable! What! 

To hide me from the radiant sun, and solace 
I'the dungeon by a snuff? 

Imo. I pray you, sir. 

Deliver with more openness your answers 
To my demands. Why do you pity me ? 

lach. That others do, * 

I was about to say, enjoy your But 

It is an office of the gods to 'venge it, 
Not mine to speak on*t. 

Imo. You do seem to know 

Something of me, or what concerns me ; Tray you 
(Since doubting things go ill, often hurts moi-e 
Than to be sure they do : For certainties 
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Either are past remedies; or, timely knowing. 
The remedy then bom,) discover to roe 
What both you spur and stop.* 

lack. Had I this cheek 

To bathe my lips updn ; this hand, whose touch, 
Whose every touch, would force the feeler's soul 
To the oath of loyalty ; this object, which 
Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye. 
Fixing it only here : should I (damn*d then,) 
Slaver with lips as common as the stairs 
That mount the Capitol ; join gripes with hands 
Made hard with hourly falsehood (falsehood, as 
With labour;) then lie peeping in an eye. 
Base and unlustrous as the smoky light 
That's fed with stinking tallow ; it were fit. 
That all the plagues of hell should atone time 
Encounter such revolt. 

Imo. My lord, I fear, 

Has foi^t Britain. 

lack. And himself. Not I, 

Inclin'd to this intelligence, pronounce 
The beggary of his change ; but 'tis your graces 
That, from my mutest conscience, to my tongue, 
Charms this report out 

Imo. Let me hear no more. 

lack. dearest soul ! your cause doth strike my 
heart 
With pity, that doth make me sick. A lady 
So fair, and fastened to an cm|Mjry,2 
Would make the greatest king double! to be 

partner'd 
With tomboys,* hir'd with that self-exhibition^ 
Which your own coffers yield ! with diseased ven- 
tures. 
That play with all infirmities for gold, 

(IJ What you seem anxious to utter, and yet 
withhold. 

(2) Sovereign command. (3) Wantons. 
(4) Allowance, pension. 
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Which rottenness can lend nature ! such boilM stufi^ 
As well might poison poison ! Be revens^M ; 
Or she, that bore you, was no queen, and you 
Recoil from your great stock. 

Imo. Revcn^M ! 

How should I be reveng'd? If this be true 
(As I have such a heart, that both mine ears 
Must not in haste abuse,) if it be true, 
How should 1 be rcveng'd ? 

Lich. Should he make mc 

Live like Diana's priest, betwixt cold slieets ; 
Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps, 
In your despite, upon your pui-se? Revenge it. 
1 dedicate myself to your sweet pleasure ; 
More noble than that runagate to your bed ; 
And will continue fast to your affection. 
Still close, as sure. 

imo. What ho, Pisanio ! 

lack. Let me my service tender on your lips. 

Imo. Away! — I do condemn mine eari<,that have 
So long attended thee. — If thou wert honourable. 
Thou would'st have told this tale for virtue, not 
For such an end thou seck*st ; as base, as strange. 
Thou wrongest a gentleman, who is as far 
From thy report, as thou from honour ; and 
Solicit*st here a lady, that disdains 
Thee and the devil alike. — What ho, Pisanio ! — 
The king my father shall be made acquainted 
Of tliy assault : if he shall think it fit, 
A saucy stranger, in his court, to mart 
As in a Romish stew, and to expound 
His beastly mind to us ; he hath a court 
He little cares for, and a daughter whom 
He not respects at all. — What ho, Pisanio ! — 

lack. O happy Leonatus ! I may say ; 
The credit, that thy lady hath of thee. 
Deserves thy trust ; and thy most perfect goodness 
Her assured credit ! — Blessed live you long ! 
A lady to the worthiest sir, that ever 
Countiy calPd his ! and you his mistress, only 
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For the niost worthiest fit ! Give me your pardon. 
I have spoke this, to know if your affiance 
Were deeply rooted ; and shall make your lord, 
That which he is, new o'er : And he is one 
The truest manner'd ; such a holy witch, 
That he enchants societies unto hira : 
Half all men^s hearts are his. 

Imo. You make amends. 

lack. He sits *mongst men, like a descended god : 
He hath a kind of honour sets him ofl\ 
More than a mortal seeming. Be not angry, 
Most mighty princess, that 1 have adventurM 
To try your taking of a false report ; which hath 
Honoured with confirmation your great judgment 
(n the election of a sir so rare, 
Which you know, cannot err : The love I bear him 
Made me to fan* you thus; but the gods made you, 
Unlike all others, chaffless. Pray, your pardon. 

Imo. All's well, sir : Take my power i'the court 
for yours. 

lack. My humble thanks. I bad almost foi^ol 
To entreat your grace but in a small request, 
\nd yet of moment too, for it concerns 
Your lord ; myself, and other noble friends. 
Are partners in the business. 

Into. Pray, what is't ? 

lach. Some dozen Romans of us, and your lo d 
(The best feather of our wing,) have mingled sums. 
To buy a present for the emperor ; 
Which I, the factor for the rest, have done 
fn France : 'Tis plate, of rare device ; and jewels 
Of rich and exquisite form ; their values great ; 
And I am something curious, being strange,^ 
To have them in safe stowage ; May it please you 
To take them in protection f 

Imo. Willingly; 

And pawn mine honour for their safety : since 
My lord hath interest in them, I will keep them 

(1) To fan, Ls to winnow. (2) A stranger. 
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In my bed-chamber. 

lack. They are in a trunk, 

Attended by my men : I will make bold 
To send them to you, only for this night ; 
I must aboard to-morrow. 

Into. 0, no, no. 

lack. Yes, I beseech ; or I shall short my word, 
By length'ning my return. From Gallia 
1 cross'd the seas on purpose, and on promise 
To see your grace. 

Imo. I thank you for your pains , 

But not away to-morrow f 

lack. O, I must, madam ; 

Therefore, I shall beseech you, if you please 
To greet your lord with writing, do't to-night : 
I have outstood my time ; which is material 
To the tender of our present. 

Jmo. I will write. 

Send your trunk to me ; it shall safe be kept. 
And truly yielded you : You are very welcome. 

[Exeunt 



ACT II. 

SCEJ^E 1.— Court before Cymbeline's palace. 
Enter Cloten, and two Lords. 

Clo. Was there ever man had such luck ! when 
I kissed the jack upon an up-cast,^ to be hit away ! 
I had a hundred pound on't : And then a whoreson 
iackanapes must take me up for swearing ; as if 1 
borrowed mine oaths of him, and might not spend 
Ihem at my pleasure. 

1 Lord. What got he by that ? You have broke 
his pate with your bowl. 

(1) He is describing his fate at bowls ; the jack 
is the small bowl at which the others are aimed. 
VOL. VII. P 
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2 Lord. If his wit had been like him that broke 
t, it would have run all out. [Aside. 

CIp. When a gentleman is disposed to swear, it 
is not for any standers-by to curtail his oaths : Ha ? 

2 Lord. No, my lord ; nor [Aside.] crop the ears 
of them. 

CZo. Whoreson dog ! — I give him satisfaction ? 
'Would, he had been one of my rank ! 

2 Lord. To have smelt like a fool. [Aside. 

Clo. I am not more vexed at any thing in the 
earth, — ^A pox onH ! I had rather not be so noble 
as I am ; they dare not fight with me, because of 
the queen mv mother: every jack-slave hath his 
belly full of fighting, and I must go up and down 
like a cock that nolx>dy can match. 

2 Lord. You are a cock and capon too ; and you 
crow, cock, with your comb on. [Andt, 

Clo. Sayestthou.' 

1 Lord. It is not fit, your lordship should under- 
take every companion^ that you give offence to. 

Clo. No, I know that : but it is fit, I should com- 
mit offence to my inferiors. 

2 Lord. Ay, it is fit for your lordship only. 
Clo. Why, so I say. 

1 Lord. Did you hear of a stranger, that's come 
to court to-night.^ 

Clo. A stranger ! and I not know on't ! 

2 Lord. Hc^s a strange fellow himself, and knows 
it not [Aside. 

1 Lord. There's an Italian come; and, 'tit 
thought, one of Leonatus' friends. 

Clo. Leonatus.' a banished rascal; and he's 
another, whatsoever he be. Who told you of this 
stranger? 

1 Lord. One of your lordship's pages. 

Clo. Is it fit I went to look upon him ? Is there 
no derogation in't ! 

1 Lmrd. You cannot derogate,^ my lord. 

(1) Fellow. (2) t. e. Degrade yourself. 
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Clo. Not easily, I think. 

2 Lord. You are a fool granted ; therefore yoar 
issues being foolish, do not derogate. [Aside. 

Clo. drniCf I'll go see this Italian : What I have 
lost to-day at bowls, Pll win to-night of him. Come, 

go- 
2 Lord. 1*11 attend your lordship. 

[Exeunt Cloten andjirsl Lord. 
That such a crafty devil as is his mother 
Should yield the world this ass ! a woman, that 
Bears all down with her brain; and this her son 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart, 
And leave eighteen. Alas, poor princess. 
Thou divine Imogen, what thou endur'it 
Betwixt a father by thy step-dame govern**. , 
A mother hourly coining pl«ts ; a wooer, 
More hateful than the foul expulsion is 
Of thy dear husband, than that horrid act 
Of the divorce he'd make I The heavens hold firm 
The walls of thy dear honour ; keep unshak'd 
That temple, thy fair mind ; that thou may'st stand, 
To enjoy thy banish'd lord, and this great land ! 

[Exit. 

SCEJVE 11— A bed-chamber; in one pari of it 
a trunk. Imogen reading in her bed; a Lady 
attending. 

Imo. Who's there .^ my woman Helen? 

Lady. Please you, madam. 

Imo. What hour is it .' 

Lady. Almost midnight, madam : 

Imo. I have read three hours then : mine eyes 
are weak ; — 
Fold down the leaf where I have left : To bed : 
Take not away the taper, leave it burning; 
And if thou canst awake by four o'the clock, 
I pr'ythee, call me. Sleep hath seii'd me wholly. 

[Exit Lady. 
To your protection I commend me, gods ! 
From fairies, and the tempters of the night, 
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Guard me, beseech ye I 

\Slteps, lachimo, frrni the trunk, 
lack. The crickets sing, and man's o*er-labour*d 

sense 
Repairs itself by rest : Our Tarquin thus 
Dia softly press the rushes,* ere he wakenM 
The chastity he wounded. — Cytherea, 
How bravely thou becom'st thy bed ! fresh lily ! 
And whiter than the sheets ! That I might touch ! 
But kiss ; one kiss ! — Rubies unparagon'd, 
How dearly they do't ! — ^*Ti8 her breathing that 
Perfumes the chamber thus: The flame o*tne taper 
Bows toward her; and would under-peep her lids, 
To see the enclosed lights, now canopied 
Under these windows : White and azure, lac'd 
With blue of heaven's own tinct^ — But my design ? 
To note the chamber : — I will write all down : — 
Such, and such, pictures: — There the window : — 

Such 
The adornment of her bed ; — The an-aSj^ figures, 
Why, such, and such : — ^And the contents o'the 

story, — 
Ah, but some natural notes about her body. 
Above ten thousand meaner moveables 
Would testify, to enrich mine inventory : 
O sleep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her ! 
And be her sense but as a monument. 
Thus in a chapel lying ! — Come off, come off; — 

[Taking ojf her bracelet. 
As slippery, as the Gordian knot was hard ! 
'Tis mine ; and this will witness outwnrdly. 
As strongly as the conscience does within, 
To the madding of her lord. On her left breast 
A mole cinque-spotted, like the crimson drops 
I'the bottom of a cowslip : Here's a voucher, 

(1) It was anciently the custom to strew cham- 
bers with rushes. 

(2) t. e. The white skin laced with blue veins. 

(3) Tapestry. 
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Stronger than ever law could make : this secret 
Will force him think I have pick'd the lock, and 

ta*en 
The treasure of her honour. No more. — To what 

end.-* 
Why should I write this down, that's riveted, 
Screwed to my memory ? She hath been reading late 
The tale of Tereus ; here the leaf's tum'd down. 
Where Philomel gave up ; — I have enough : 
To the trunk again, and shut the spring of it. 
Swift, swift, you dragons of the night ! — that dawn- 
ing 
May bare the raven's eye : I lodge in fear ; 
Though this a heavenly angel, hell is here. 

[Clock strikes. 
One, two, three, — Time, time ! 

[Goes into the trunk. The scene closes. 

SCEJ^E III. — An ante-chnmher adjoining Imo- 
gen's apartment. Enter Cloten and Lords. 

1 Lord. Your lordship is the most patient man 
in loss, the most coldest that ever tum'd up ace. 

Clo. It would make any man cold to lose. 

1 Lord. But not every man patient, after the 
noble temper of your lordship ; You are most hot, 
and furious, when you win. 

Clo. Winning would put any man into courage : 
If I could get this foolisdi Imogen, I should have 
gold enough : It's almost morning, is't not r* 

I Lprd. Day, my lord. 

Clo. I would this music would come : I am ad- 
vised to give her music o'momings ; they say, it 
will penetrate. 

Enter Musicians. 
Come on ; tune : If you can penetrate her with your 
fingering, so ; we'll try with tongue too : if none 
will do, let her remain ; but I'll never give o'er. 
First, a very excellent good-conceited thing ; after, 
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a wonderful aweei air, with admirable rich words 
to It, — and then let her consider. 

SOx\G. 
Haik! hark! the lark at heaven's gate sings^ 

And Phcebus ''gins arise,, 
His steeds to water at those springs 

On chalic'd^ Jlowers that lies ; 
And winking Mary-bud^ begin 

To ope their golden eyes ; 
With every thing that pretty bin: 

My lady sweet., arise ; 
Arise, arise. 

So, get you gone : If this penetrate, I will consider 
vour music the better :3 if it do not, it is a vice in 
her ears, which horse-hairs, and cats-guts, nor the 
voice of unpaved eunuch to boot, can never amend. 
[Exeunt Musicians. 
Enter C}-mbeline and Queen. 

2 Lord. Here comes the king. 

Clo. I am glad, I was up so Tate ; for that's the 
reason I was up so early : He cannot choose but 
take this service £ have clone, fatherly. — Good mor- 
row to your majesty, and to my gracious mother. 

Cym. Attend you here the door of our stem 
daughter ? 
Will she not forth ? 

Clo. I have assailed her with masic, but she 
vouchsafes no notice. 

Cym. The exile of her minion is too new ; 
She hath not yet forgot him : some more time 
Must wear the print of his remembrance out, 
And then she*s yours. 

Queen. You are most bound to the king ; 

Who lets go by no vantages, that may 
Prefer you to his daughter : Frame yoorseif 
To orderly solicits ; and be friended 

(1) Cups. (2) Will pay you more for It 
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With aptness of the season ;' make denials 
Increase your services : so seem, as if 
You were inspirM to do those duties which 
You tender to her ; that you in all obey her, 
Save when cmunand to your dismission tends, 
And therein you are senseless. 
Clo, Senseless ? not so. 

Enter a Messeng^er. 

Mess. So like you, sir, embassadors from Rome j 
The one is Caius Lucius. 

Cym. A worthy fellow, 

Albeit he comes on angry purpose now ; 
But that's no fault of his : We must receive him 
According to the honour of his sender ; 
And towards himself his goodness forespent on u4 
We must extend our notice. — Our dear son, 
W^hen you have given good morning to your mis- 
tress, 
Attend the queen, and us; we shall have need 
To employ you towards this Roman. — Come, oui 
queen. 

[Exeunt Cym. Queen, Lords, and Mess 
Clo. If she be up, I'll speak with her; if not. 
Let her lie still, and dream. — By your leave hoi— 

[Knocks 
I know her women are about her ; What 
If I do line one of their hands f 'Tis gold 
Which buys admittance; oft it doth; yea, and 

makes 
Diana's rangers false themselves, yield up 
Their deer to the stand of the stoaler ; and 'tis gold 
Which makes the true man kill'd, and saves the 

thief; 
Nay, sometime, hangs both thief and true man : 

What 
Can it not do, and undo.^ I will make 

(1) With solicitations not only proper, but well- 
timed. 
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One of her women lawyer to me ; for 

I yet not understand the case myself. 

By your leave. [Knocks. 

Enter ^ Lady. 

Lady. Who's there, that knocks ? 

Clo. A gentleman. 

Lady. No more ? 

Clo. YeS| and a gentlewoman's son. 

Lcub/. That's more 

Than some, whose tailors are as dear as yours, 
Can justly boast of: What's your lordship's plea- 
sure.? 

Clo. Your lady's person : Is she ready .^ 

Lady. ' Ay, 

To keep her chamber. 

Clo. There's gold for you ; sell me your good 
report. 

Lady. How ! my good name ? or to report of you 
What 1 shall think is good.' — The princess 

Enter Imc^en. 

Clo. Good morrow, fairest sister : Your sweet 
hand. 

Imo. Good morrow, sir : You lay out too much 
pains 
For purchasing but trouble : the thanks 1 give, 
Is telling you Siat I am poor of thanks, 
And scarce can spare them. 

Clo. Still, I swear, I love you. 

Jmo. If you but said so, 'twere as deep with me : 
If you swear still, your recompense is still 
That I regard it not 

Clo. This is no answer. 

Jmo. But that you shall not say I yield, being 
silent, 
. would not speak. I pray you, spare me : i'&ith, 
I shall unfold equal discourtesy 
To your best kindness ; one of your great knowing 
Should learn, being taught, forbearance. 
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Clo. To leave you in your madaess, 'twere my sin : 
I will not. 

Imo. Fools are not mad folks. 

Clo. Do you call me fool ? 

Imo. As I am mad, I do : 
If youUl be patient, PU no more be mad ; 
That cures us both. I am much sorry, sir, 
You put me to fore^et a lady's manners, 
By being so verbal :i and learn now, for all. 
That I, which know my heart, do here pronounce, 
By the very truth of it, I care not for you ; 
And am so near the lack of charier 
(To accuse myself,) I hate you : which I had rather 
You felt, than make't my boast 

do. You sin against 

Obedience, which you owe jrour father. For 
The contract you pretend with that base wretch, 
(One, bred of alms, and foster'd with cold dishes, 
With scraps o'the court,) it is no contract, none : 
And though it be allow'd in meaner parties, 
(Yet who, than he, more mean i) to knit their souls 
(On whom there is no more dependency 
But brats and beggary) in self-figur'd knot ;2 
Yet you are curb'd from that enlaigement by 
The consequence o'the crown ; and must not soil 
The precious note of it with a base slave, 
A hilding' for a livery, a squire's cloth, 
A pantler, not so eminent 

Imo. Profane fellow ! 

Wert thou the son of Jupiter, and no more. 
But what thou art, besides, thou wert too base 
To be his groom : thou wert dignified enough. 
Even to the point of envy, if 'twere made 
Comparative for your virtues, to be styl'd 
The under-hangman of his kingdom ; and hated 
For being preferr'd so well. 

(1) So verbose, so full of talk. 

(2) In knots of their own tying. 

(3) A low fellow, only fit to wear a livery. 
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Clo. The south fog rot him ! 

Imo. He never can meet more mischance, than 
come 
To be but namM of thee. His meanest garment, 
That ever hath but clinpM his body, is dearer. 
In my respect, than all the hairs above thee. 
Were they ait made such men. — How now, Pisanio ? 

Enter Pisanio. 

Clo. His garment.'* Now, the devil — 

Imo. To lX)rothy my woman hie thee presently : — 

Clo. His garment.^ 

Imo. I am sprightcd^ with a fool ; 

Frighted, and angcr'd worse : — Go, bid my woman 
Search for a jewel, that too casually 
Hath left mine arm ; it was thy master^s : 'shrew me. 
If I would lose it for a revenue 
Of any king's in Europe. I do think, 
I saw't this morning : confident I am. 
Last night 'twas on mine arm ; I kiss'd it : 
I hope, it be not gone, to tell my lord 
That I kiss aught but he. 

Pis. 'Twill not be lost. 

Imo. I hope so : go, and search. [Exit Pis. 

Clo. You have abus'd me : — 

His meanest garment.^ 

Imo. Ay ; I said so, sir. 

If you will make't an action, call witness to't. 

Clo. I will inform your father. 

Imo. Yoor mother too : 

She's my good lady ; and will conceive, I hope. 
But the worst of me. So I leave you, sir. 
To the worst of discontent. [Exit. 

Clo. I'll be reveng'd :— 

His meanest garment } — Well. [Exit. 

SCEJ^E /r.— Rome. An apartment in Philano's 
house. Enter Posthumus and Philario. 

Post. Fear it not, sir : I would, I were so sure 

(1) Haunted. 



d by Google 



Scene ir. CYMBELINE. 235 

To win (he kin^, as I am bold, her honour 
Will remain hers. 

Phi. What means do you make to him ? 

Post. Not any ; but abide the change of time ; 
Quake in the present winter*s state, and wis^i 
That warmer days would come : In these fearM 

hopes, 
I barely gratify your love ; they failing, 
1 must die much your debtor. 

Phi. Your very goodness, and your company, 
Overpays all I can do. By this, your king 
Hath heard of great Augustus : Caius Lucius 
Will do his commission tnroughly: And, I think, 
He'll grant the tribute, send the arrearages, 
Or look upon our Romans, whose remembrance 
Is yet fresh in their grief. 

Post. I do believe 

(Statist^ though I am none, nor like to be.) 
That this will prove a war; and you shall hear 
The legions, now in Gallia, sooner landed 
In our not-fearing Britain, than have tidings 
Of any penny tribute paid. Our countrymen 
Are men more order'a, than when Julius Caesar 
SmiPd at their lack of skill, but found their courage 
Worthy his frowning at : Their discipline 
(Now mingled with their courages) will make known 
To their approvers 2 they are people, such 
That mend upon the world. 

Enter lachimo. 

Phi. See ! lachimo ? 

Post. The swiftest harts have posted you by land : 
And winds of all the corners kiss'd your sails. 
To make your vessel nimble. 

Phi. Welcome, sir. 

Post. I hope, the briefness of your answer made 
The speediness of your return. 

lach. Your lady 

(1) Statesman. (2) To those who try them. 
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Is one the fairest that I have look'd upon. 

Post. And, therewithal, the best; or let her 
beauty 
Look through a casement to allure false hearts, 
And be false with them. 

lach. Here are letters for you. 

Post. Their tenor good, I trust 

lack. 'Tis very like. 

Phi. Was Caius Lucius in the Britain court, 
When you were there } 

lack. He was expected then, 

But not approach^. 

Post All is well yet. — 

Sparkles this stone as it was wont? or is't not 
Too dull for your good wearing ? 

lack. If I have lost it, 

I should have lost the worth of it in gold. 
IMl make a journey twice as far, to enjoy 
A second night of such sweet shortness, which 
Was mine in Britain ; for the ring is won. 

Post. The stone's too hard to come by. 

lack. IVot a w.ii*," 

Your lady being so easy. 

Post. Make not, sir, 

Your loss your sport : I hope, you know that we 
Must not continue friends. 

lach. Good sir, we must. 

If you keep covenant : Had I not brought 
The knowledge of your mistress home, I grant 
We were to question further : but I now 
Profess myself the winner of her honour. 
Together with your ring : and not the wronger 
Of her, or you, having proceeded but 
By both your wills. 

Post. If you can make't anparent 

That you have tasted her in bed, my han^. 
And ring, is yours : If not, the foul opinion 
You had of her pure honour, gains, or loses. 
Your sword, or mine ; or masterless leaves both 
To who shall find them. 
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lack. Sir, mv circumstances, 

Being so near the truth, as I will make them, 
Must first induce you to beheve : whose strength 
I will confirm with oath ; which, I doubt not, 
YouMl give me leave to spare, when you shall find 
You need it not 

Post. Proceed. 

Inch, First, her bed-chamber 
(Where, I confess, I slept not ; but, profess. 
Had that was well worth watching,) it was hang*d 
With tapestry of silk and silver ; the stoiy, 
Prou \ Cleopatra, when she met her Roman, 
And Cydnus swellM above the banks, or for 
The pi«ss of boats, or pride : A piece of work 
So bravely done, so rich, that it aid strive 
In workmanship, and value ; which, I wonder'd. 
Could be so rarely and exactly wrought. 
Since the true life on't was 

Post. This is true ; 

And this you might have heard of here, by me, 
Or by some other. 

lack. More particulars 

Must justify my knowledge. 

Post. So they must. 

Or do your honour injury. 

lach. The chimney 

Is south the chamber ; and the chimney-piece. 
Chaste Dian, bathing : never saw I figures 
So likely to report themselves : the cutter 
Was as another Nature, dumb ; outwent her. 
Motion and breath left out. 

Post. This is a thing. 

Which you might from relation likewise reap ; 
Being, as it is, much spoke of. 

lack. The roof o'the chamber 

With golden cherubins is fretted • Her andirons 
(I had forgot them,) were two winking Qupids 
Of silver, each on one foot standing, nicely 
Depending oa their brands.! 

(1) Torches in the hands of Cupids. 
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Post. This is her lionour I— 

Let it be granted, you have seea all this (and 

praise 
Be given to your remembrance,) the dcacriptioa 
Of what is in her chamber, nothing saves 
The wager you have laid. 

lack. Then if you can, 

[Pulling out the bracelet. 
Be pale ; I beg but leave to air this jewel : See! — 
And now Uis up again : It must be married 
To that your diamond ; I'll keep thenL 

Post. JcTe .'— 

Once more let me behold it : Is it that 
Which Heft with her? 

Inch. Sir (I thank her,) that: 

She strippM it from her arm ; I see her yet ; 
Her pretty action did outsell her gift. 
And yet enrichM it too : She gave it me, and said. 
She prizM it once. 

Post May be, she pluck'd it off, 

To send it me. 

lack. She writes so to you } doth she } 

Post. O, no, no, no ; 'tis true. Here, take thif 
too ; [Gives the ring. 

It is a basilisk unto mine eye, 
Kills me to look on't : — Let there be no honour, - 
Where there is beauty ; truth, where semblance ; 

love. 
Where there's another man : The vows of women 
Of no more bondage be, to whore they are made. 
Than they are to their virtues ; which is nothing :— 
O, above measure, false ! 

Phi. Have patience, sir. 

And take your ring again ; 'tis not yet won : 
It may be probable, she lost it ; or. 
Who knows if one of her women, being c<M*rupted, 
Hath stolen it from her ^ 

Post Very true ; 

And so, I hope, he came by't : — Back my ring ;— • 
lender to me some corporal sign about her, 
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More evident than this ; for this was stolen. 

Jack. By Jupiter, I had it from her arm. 

Post. Hark you, he swears; by Jupiter he swears. 
•Tis true; — nay, keep the ring — 'Us true: I am 

sure. 
She would not lose it : her attendants are 
All sworn and honourable: — They induc'd to 

steal it ? 
And by a stranger?— No, he hath enjoy'd her: 
The cognizance^ of her incontinency 
Is this, — she hath bought the name of whore thus 

dearly. — 
There, take thy hire ; and all the fiends of hell 
Divide themselves between you ! 

Phi. Sir, be patient : 

This is not strong enough to be believM 
Of one persuaded well of 

Post Never talk on't; 

She hath been colted by him. 

lack. If you seek 

For further satisfying, under her breast 
(Worthy the pressing,) lies a mole, right proud 
Of that most delicate lodging : by my life, 
I kiss'd it ; and it gave me present hunger 
To feed again, though full. You do remember 
This staiu upon her? 

Post. Ay, and it doth confirm 

Another stain, as big as hell can hold, 
Were there no more but it 

lack. Will you hear more f 

Post Spare your arithmetic : never count the 
turns; 
Once, and a million ! 

/acA. Vl\ be sworn, 

Post. No swearing. 

If you will swear you have not done't, you lie ; 
And I will kill thee, if thou dost deny 
Thou hast made me cuckold. 

(1) The badge; the token. 
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lack. I will deny nothing. 

Post. O, that I had her here, to tear her limb- 
meal ! 
I will go there, and dot ; i*the court ; before 
Her father : — V\\ do something [Eocit. 

Phi. Quite beside 

The government of patience ! — You have won : 
Let's follow him, and pervert the present wrath 
He hath against himself 

lack. With all my heart 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJSTE v.— The same. Another room in the 
same. Enter Posthumus. 

Post. Is there no way for men to be, but women 
Must be half workers? We are bastards all ; 
And that most venerable man, which I 
Did call my father, was I know not where 
When I was stampM ; some coiner with his tools 
Made me a counterfeit : Yet my mother seemM 
The Dian of that time : so doth my wife 
'i'he nonpareil of this. — O vengeance, vengeance ! 
Me of my lawful pleasure she restrained, 
And pray'd me, oft, forbearance : did it with 
A pud ncyi so rosy, the sweet view on't 
Might \\'ell have warmM old Saturn; that I thought 

her 
As cha«te as unsunn'd snow : — O, all the devils I — 
1'his } . !low lachimo, in an hour, — was't not ? — 
Or les> — at first : Perchance he spoke not ; but, 
Like a !iill-acorn*d boar, a German one, 
Cry'd, oh! and mounted : found no opposition 
Dut what he lookM for should oppose, and she 
Should from encounter guard. Uould 1 find out 
The woman*s part in me ! For there's no motion 
That tends to vice in man, but I affirm 
It is the woman's part : Be it lying, note it. 
The woman's; flattering, hers ; deceiving, hera ; 

(1) Modesty. 
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Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, disdain, 

Nice longings, slanders, mutability, 

All faults that may be namM, nay that hell knows. 

Why, hers, in part, or all ; but, rather, all : 

For ev*n to vice 

They are not constant, but are changing still 

One vice, but of a minute old, for one 

Not half so old as that V\\ write against them, 

Detest them, curse them : — Yet *tis greater skill 

In a true hate, to pray they have their will : 

The very devils cannot plague them better. [Exit. 



AJT III. 



SCEJ^E /.—Britain. A room of state in Cym- 
beline's;>a^«. £n/er Cymbeline, Queen, Clo- 
ten, and Lords, at one door ; ayid at another, 
Caius Lucius, and Attendants. 

Cym. Now say, what would Augustus Caesar 
with us .^ 

Luc, When Julius Caesar (whose remembrance 
yet 
Live's in men's eyes ; and will to ears, and tongues. 
Be theme, and hearing ever,) was in this Britain, 
And conquered it, Cassibelan, thine uncle, 
(Famous in Caesar's praises, no whit less 
I'han in his feats deserving it,) for him, 
And his succession, grant^ Rome a tribute. 
Yearly three thousand pounds; which by thee 

lately 
Is left untender'd. 

Queen. And, to kill the marvel. 

Shall be so ever. 

Clo. There be many Caesars, 

Ere such another Julius. Britain is 
A world by itself; and we will nothing pay, 

VOL. VII. • Q • 
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For wearing our own noses. 

Quien. That opportunity, 

Which then they had to take from us, to resume 
We have again. — Remember, sir, my h'^e. 
The kings your ancestors ; together with 
The natural bravery of your isle ; which stands 
As Neptune's park, ribbed and paled in 
With rocks unscaleable, and roaring waters ; 
With sands, that will not bear your enemies' boats. 
But suck tbem up to the top-mast A kind of con- 
quest 
Caesar made here ; but made not here his brag, 
Of, came^ and saw^ and overcame: with shame 
(The first that ever touchM him,) he was carried 
From oflf our coast, twice beaten ; and his shipping 
(Poor ignorant baubles!) on our terrible seas. 
Like egg-shells mov'd upon their surges, crack'd 
As easily 'gainst our rocks : for joy whereof. 
The fam'd Cassibelan, who was once at point 
(O, gimlet' fortune !) to master Caesar's sword, 
Made Lud's town with rejoicing fires bright. 
And Britons strut with courage. 

Clo. Come, there's no more tribute to be .paid : 
Our kingdom is stronger than it was at that time ; 
and, as I said, there is no nM)re such Caesars: other 
of them may have crooked noses ; but, to owe such 
straight arms, none. 

Cym. Son, let your mother end. 

Clo. We have yet many among us can gripe as 
hard as Cassibelan : I do not say, I am one ; but 
I have a hand. — Why tribute f why should we pay 
tribute ^ Jf Caesar can hide the sun from us with a 
blanket, or put the nnoon in his pocket, we will pay 
him tribute for light; else, sir, no more tribute, pray 
you now. 

Cf/m. You must know. 
Till the injurious Romans did extort 
This tribute from us, we were free : Caesar's am» 
bition 

^ (1) Strumpet 
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(Which swelPd so much, that it did almost stietck 
The sides o^the world,) against all colour, here 
Did put the yoke upon us ; which to shake off, 
Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon 
Ourselves to be. We do say then to Caesar, 
Our ancestor was that Molmutius, which 
Ordain'd our laws ; (whose use the sword of Caesaf 
Hath too much mangled ; whose repair, and fiBo 

chise, 
Shall, by the power we hold, be our good deed. 
Though Rome be therefore angrj' ;) Mulmutius, 
Who was the first of Britain, which did put 
His brows within a golden ciown, and caird 
Himself a king. 

Luc. I am sorry, Cymbeline, 

That I am to pronoupce Augustus Caesar 
(Ciesar, that hath more kings his servants, than 
Thyself domestic officers,) thine enemy : 
Receive it from me, then : — War, and confusion, 
I n Caesar's name pronounce I 'gainst thee : look 
Tor fury not to be resisted : — Thus defied, 
I thank thee for myself. 

Ci/m. Thou art welcome, Caius. 

Thy Caesar knighted me ; my youth I spent 
Mu( h under him ; of him I gathered honour ; 
Which he, to seek of me again, perforce, 
B» hoves me keep at utterance ;i I am perfect,2 
That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for 
Their liberties, are now in arms: a precedent 
Which not to read, would show the Britons 

cold : 
So Caesar shall not find them. 

Luc. Let proof speak. 

Cio. His majesty bids you welcome. Make 
pastime with us a day, or two, longer : If you seek 
us afterwards in other terms, you shall find us in 
our salt-water girdle : if you beat us out of it, it if 

(1) At the extremity of defiance. 

(2) Well informed. • 
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yours; if you fall in the adventure, our crows shall 
fare the better for you ; and there's an end. 

Luc. So, sir. 

Cym. I know your master's pleasure, and ho 
mine: 
All the remain is, welcome. [Exeunt 

SCEJ^E II.— Another room in the same. Enter 
Pisanio. 
Pis. How ! of adultery ? Wherefore write you not 
What monster's her accuser.^ — LeonatusI 
O, master ! what a strange infection 
Is fallen into thy ear ? What false Italian 
(As poisonous-t<MiguM, as handed,) hath prevail'd 
On thy too ready hearing.^ — Disloyal.? No : 
She's punish'd for her truth ; and undergoes. 
More goddess-like than wife-like, such assaults 
As would take in* some virtue.— -O, my master! 
Thy mind to her is now as low, as were 
Thy fortunes.— How ! that I should murder hcr.^ 
Upon the love, and truth, and vows, which I 
Have made to thy command .' — I, her ? — her blood ? 
If it be so to do good service, never 
Let me be counted serviceable. How look I, 
That I should seem to lack humanity. 
So much as this fact comes to ? DoU : the letter 

[Reading. 
That I have sent her, by her otm command 
Shall give thee opportunity : — O damn'd paper ! 
Black as the ink that's on thee ! senseless bauble^ 
Art thou a feodary2for this act, and look'st 
S3 virgin-like without ? Lo, here she comes. 

Enter Imogen. 

I am ignorant in what I am commanded. 
Imo. How now, Pisanio f 
Pis. Madam, here is a letter from my lord. 

(1) To take in a town, is to conquer it. 

(2) Confederate. 
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Imo. Who? thy lord? that is my lord? Leonatus^ 
O, leamM indeed were that astrononfier, 
That knenr the stars, as I his characters ; 
He'd lay the future open. — You good gods, 
Let what is here contained relish of love, 
Of my lord's health, of his content, — yet not, 
That we two are asunder, let that grieve him, — 
(Some piefs are med'cinable ;) that is one of them. 
For it doth physic love ;— of his content. 
All but in that ! — Good wax, thy leave : — Bless'd be 
You bees, that make these locks of counsel ! Lovers, 
And men in dangerous bonds, pray not alike ; 
Though forfeiters you cast in prison, yet 
You clasp young Cupid's tables. — Good news, 
gods ! [Reads, 

Justice^ and your father's wrathy should he take 
me in his dominion^ could not be so cruet to me, 
as yoUy O the dearest of creatures, V3ould not even 
renew me with your eyes. Take notice, that I am 
in Cambria, at Milford-Haven. IVhat your oum 
love will, out of this, advise you, follow. So, he 
wishes you all happiness, that remains loyal to his 
vow, and your, increasing in love, 

LEOiNATUS POSTHUMUS. 

O, for a horse with wings ! — ^Hear'st thou, Pisanio? 
He is at Milford-Haven : Read, and tell me 
How far 'tis thither. If one of mean affairs 
May plod it in a week, why may not I 
Glide thither in a day ? — Then, true Pisanio 
(Who long'st, like me, to see thy lord: who 

long'st,— 
O, let me 'bate, — but not like me : yet long'st, — 
But in a fainter kiqd : — O, not like me ; 
For mine's beyond beyond,) say, and speak thick,' 
(Love's counsellor should fill the bores of hearing. 
To the smothering of the sense,) how far it is 

(1) Crowd one word on another, as fast as pos- 
sible. 
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To this same blessed Milford : And, by the way, 
Tell me how Wales was made so happy, as 
To inherit such a haven : But, first of all. 
How we may steal from hence ; and, for the gap 
That we shall make in time, from our heace^oing, 
And our return, to excuse : — but first, how get 

hence : 
Why should excuse be born or ere b^ot ? 
WeMl talk of that hereafter. PrVthee, speak, 
How many score of miles may we well ride 
*Twixt hour and hour ? 

Pis. One score, 'twixt sun and sun. 

Madam, 's enough for you ; and too much too. 

Imo. Why, one that rode to his execution, man, 
Could never go so slow : I have heard of riding 

wagers. 
Where horses have been nimbler than the sands 
That run i'the clock's behalf: — But this is foolery >: — 
Go, bid my woman feign a sickness ; say, 
She'll home to herfather : and provide me, presently, 
A ridinff-suit ; no costlier than would fit 
A franklin's^ housewife. 

Pis. Madam, you're best consider. 

Imo. I see before me, man, nor here, ikm* here, 
Nor what ensues ; but have a fog in them, 
That I cannot look through. Away, I pr'ythee ; 
Do as I bid thee : There's no more to say ; 
Accessible is none but Milford way. [Exeunt. 

SCEJVE III. — Wales. A mountainous covniiy^ 
with a cave. Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and 
Arviragus. 

Bel. A goodly day not to keep house, with such 
Whose roof's as low as ours! Stoop, boys: This 

gate 
fnstructs you how to adore the heavens ; and bows 

you 
To morning's holy office : The gates of monarchs 

(1) A freeholder's. 
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Are archM so high, that giants may jet' through, 
And keep their itnpioiis turbands on, without 
Good morrow to the sun. — Hail, thou fair heaven ! 
We house i*the rock, yet use thee not so hardly 
As prouder livers do. 
Out. Hail, heaven ! 

Arv. Hail, heaven I 

Bel. Now, for our mountain sport : Up to yon hill, 
Your legs are young; IMl tread these flats. Con- 

sider, 
When you above perceive me like a crow. 
That it is place which lessens, and sets olf. 
And you may then revolve what tales I have told 

you, 
Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war : 
This service is not service, so being done. 
But being so allowM : To apprehend thus. 
Draws us a profit from all thin^ we see : 
And often, to our comfort, shall we find 
The sharded^ beetle in a safer hold 
Than is the full-wing*d eagle. O, this life 
Is nobler, than attending for a check ; 
Richer, than doing nothing for a babe ; 
Prouder, than rustling in unpaid-for silk : 
Such gain the cap of him, that makes them fine. 
Yet keeps his book uncrossed : no life to ours.^ 
Qui. Out of your proof you speak : we, poor 

unfledgM, 
Have never wingM from view o'the nest ; nor kno\v 

not 
What air's from home. Haply, this life is best. 
If quiet life be best ; sweeter to you. 
That have a sharper known ; well corresponding 
With your stiff age ; but, unto us, \i is 
A cell of ignorance ; travelling abed ; 
A prison for a debtor, that not dares 
To stride a limit.4 

(1) Strut, walk proudly. (2) Scaly-winged. 

(3) i. e. Compared with ours. 

(4) To overpass his bound. 
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Arv. What should we speak of, 

When wc are old as you ? when we shall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark December, hew, 
In this our pinching cave, shall we discourse 
The freezing hours away ? We have seen nothing: 
We are beastly ; subtle as the fox, for prey ; 
Like warlike as the wolf, for what we eat : 
Our valour is, to chace what flies ; our cage 
We make a quire, as doth the prison bird, 
And sing our bondage freely. 

Bd. How you speak .' 

Did you but know the city's usuries. 
And felt them knowingly : the art o'the court. 
As hard to leave, as keep ; whose top to climb 
Is certain falling, or so slippery, that 
The fear's aa bad as falling : the toil of the war, 
A pain that onhr seems to seek out danger 
Pthe name of feme, and honour; which dies i'the 

search; 
And hath as oft a slanderous epitaph. 
As record of fair act; nay, many times. 
Doth ill deserve bv doing well ; what*s worse, 
Must court'sy at tne censure : — O, boys, this story 
The world may read in me : My body's mark'd 
With Roman swords I and niy report was once 
First with the best of note : Cymbeline lov'd me ; 
And when a soldier was the theme, my name 
Was not far off: Then was I as a tree. 
Whose boughs did bend with fruit : but in one night, 
A storm, or robbery, call it what you will. 
Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my leaves. 
And left me bare to weather. 

Gui. Uncertain favour ! 

Bel, My fault being nothing (as I have told vou 
oft,) 
But that two villains, whose false oaths prevaiPd 
Before my perfect honour, swore to Cymbeline, 
I was confederate with the Romans : so, 
Follow'd my banishment ; and, this twenty years. 
This rock, and these demesnes, have been my world : 
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Where I have liv'd at honest freedom ; paid 

More pious debts to heaven, than in all 

The fore-end of my time. — But, up to the moun- 

tains; 
This is not hunters' language : — He, that strikes 
The venison first, shall be the lord o'the feast ; 
To him the other two shall minister ; 
And we will fear no poison, which attends 
In place of greater state. I'll meet you in the val- 
leys. [Exeunt Gui. and Arv. 
How hard it is, to hide the sparks of nature ! 
These boys know little, they are sons to the king ; 
Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive. 
They think, they are mine : and, though trained up 

thus meanly 
Fthe cave, wherein they bow, their thoughts do hit 
The roofs of palaces ; and nature prompts them, 
In simple ana low things to prince it, much 
Beyond the trick of others. This Polydore, — 
The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 
The king his father callM Guiderius, — Jove I 
When on my three-foot stool I sit, and tell 
The warlike feats I have done, his spirits fly out 
Into my story : say, — Thus mine enemy feU ; 
And thus I set my foot on his neck ; even then 
The princely blood flows in his cheek, he sweats. 
Strains his young nerves, and puts himself in pos- 
ture 
That acts my words. The younger brother, Cadwal, 
(Once Arviragus,) in as like a figure. 
Strikes life into my speech, and shows much more 
His own conceiving. Hark! thegameisrous'd! — 
O Cymbeline ! heaven, and my conscience, knows. 
Thou didst unjustly banish me : whereon. 
At three, and two years old, I stole these babes ; 
Thinking to bar thee of succession, as 
Thou reft*8t me of my lands. Euriphile, 
Thou wast their nurse; they took thee for their 

mother, 
And every day do honour to her grave : 
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Myadf, Belarius, that am Moi^n calPd, 
They take for natural father. The game is up. 

[Exit. 

SCKN'E ir.—J^ear Milford-Haven. Enter Pi- 
saoio and Imogeo. 

Imo. Thou told*8t me, when we came from horse, 

the place 
Was near at hand : — Ne'er long'd my mother so 
To see me first, as I have now : — Pisanio ! Man ! 
Where is Posthumus ? What is in thy mind, 
That makes thee stare thus? Wherefore breaks 

that si^h 
From the inward of thee ? One, but painted thus, 
Would be interpreted a thing perplexM 
Beyond self-explication : Put thyself 
Into a haviouH of less fear, ere wildness 
Vanquish my staider senses. What^s the matter ? 
Why tender'st thou that paper to me, with 
A look untender ? If it be summer news, 
Smile to*t before : if winterly, thou need*st 
But keep that countenance still. — My husband^s 

hand! 
That drug-damn*d Italy hath out-craAied him. 
And he's at some hard point. — Speak, man ; thy 

ton^e 
May take off some extremity, which to read 
Would be even mortal to me. 

Pis. Please you, read ; 

And you shall find me, wretched man, a thing 
The most disdained of fortune. 

Imo. [Reads.] Thy mistresa^VxswMO^halh play- 
ed the strumpet in my bed ; the testimonies where- 
of lie bleeding in me. 1 speak not out of toeak 
surmises ; from proof as strong as my grief and 
as certain as I expect my revenge. That part, 
thoUy Pisanio, must act for me, if thy faith be not 
Uiinted with the breach of hers. Let thine own 

(1) For behaviour. 
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hands take moay her life: I shall give thee oppor- 
tunities at Milford-Haven : she hath my letter for 
the purpose : Where^ if thou fear to strike, and to 
make me certain it is done, thou art the pander to 
her dishonour^ and equally to me disloyal. 

Pis. What shall I need to draw my sword ? the 
paper 
Hath cut her throat already. — No, 'tis slander ; 
Whose edge is sharper than the sword ; whose 

tongue 
Out-venoms all the worms of Nile ; whose breath 
Rides on the posting winds, and doth belie 
All comers ot the world : kings, queens, and states, 
Maids, matrons, nay, the secrets of the grave 
This viperous slander enters. — What cheer, madam? 

Imo. False to his Ixjd J What is it, to be false ? 
To lie in watch there, and to think on him ? 
To weep 'twixt clock and clock? if sleep charge 

nature, 
To break it with a fearful dream of him, 
And cry myself awake ? Thtit*s false to his bed ? 
Is it? ' 

Pis. Alas, good lady ! 

Imo. 1 false ? Thy conscience witness : — lachimo, 
Thou didst accuse him of incontinency ; 
Thou then look'dst like a villain ; now, methinks. 
Thy favour's good enough. — Some jay • of Italv, 
Whase mother was her painting,^ hath betray'd liim -. 
Poor 1 am stale, a garment out of fashion ; 
And, for I am richer than to hang by the walls, 
I must be ripp'd : — to pieces with me ! — O, 
Men's vows are women's traitors! All good seeming, 
By thy revolt, O husband, shall be thought 
Put on for villany ; not born, where'l grows ; 
But worn, a bait for ladies. 

Pis. Good madam, hear me. 

(1) Puiia, in Italian, signifies both a jay and a 
xliore. 

(2) Likeness. 
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Imo. True honest men being heard, like false 
iEneas, 
Were, in his time, thought false: and Sinon's 

weeping 
Did scandal many a holy tear ; took pity 
From most true wretchedness : So, thou, Posthu- 

mus, 
Wilt lay the leaven on all proper men ; 
Goodly, and gallant, shall be false and perjurM, 
From thy great fail. — Come, fellow, be thou honest^ 
Dothou thy master's bidding : When thousee'st him, 
A little witness my obedience : Look ! 
I draw the sword myself: take it; and hit 
The innocent mansion of my love, my heart : 
Fear nrt ; *tis empty of all things, but grief: 
Thy master is not there ; who was, indeed, 
The riches of it : Do his bidding ; strike. 
Thou may'st be valiant in a better cause ; 
But new thou seem'st a coward. 

Pis. Hence, vile instrument ! 

Thou shalt not damn my hand. 

ino. WTiy, I must die; 

A- a if I do not by thy hand, thou art 
?\3 servant of thy master's : Against self-slaughter 
There is a prohibition so divine, 
''hat cravens^ my weak hand. Come, here's my 

heart; 
^mething's afore't : — Soft, soft ; we'll no defence ; 
Obedient as the scabbard. — What is here ? 
The scriptures^ of the loyal Leonatus, 
^11 turned to heresy? Away, away, 
Corrupters of my faith ! you shall no more 
Be stomachers to my heart ! Thus may poor fools 
Believe false teachers : Though those that are be- 

tray'd 
Do feel the treason sharply, yet the traitor 
Stands in worse case of wo. 
And thou, Posthumus, thou that didst set up 

(1) Cowards. (2) The writings. 
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My disobedience *gainst the kins^ my father, 

And make me put into contempt the suits 

Of princely fellows, shalt hereafter find 

It is no act of common passage, but 

A strain of rareness : and I grieve myself. 

To think, when thou shalt be disedg^d by her 

That now thou tir'st' on, how thy memory 

Will then be pangM by me. — Pr'ythce, despatch 

The lamb entreats the butcher : Where's thy knife. 

Thou art too slow to do thy master's bidding, 

When I desire it too. 

Pis. O gracious lady. 

Since I receiv'd command to do this business, 
1 have not slept one wink. 

Jmo. Do't, and to bed then. 

Pis. I'll wake mine eye-balls blind first. 

Imo. Wherefore then 

Didst undertake it ? Why hast thou abus'd 
So many miles, with a pretence ? this place? 
Mine action, and thine own ? our horses' labour f 
The time inviting thee ? the perturb'd court, 
For my being absent ; whereunto I never 
Purix>se return .•* Why hast thou gone so far. 
To be unbent, when thou hast ta'en thy stand. 
The elected deer before thee ? 

Pis, But to win time 

To lose so bad employment : in the which 
I have consider'd of a course ; Good lady. 
Hear me with patience. 

Imo. Talk thy tongue weary ; speak : 

I have heard, I am a strumpet ; and mine ear. 
Therein false struck, can take no greater wound. 
Nor tent to bottom that. But speak. 

Pis, Then, madami 

I thought you would not back again. 

Imo. Most like ; 

Bringing me here to kill me. 

Pis. Not so, neither : 

(1) Feedest or preyest on. 
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But if I were as wise as honest, then 

My purpose would prove well. It cannot be, 

But that my master is abus*d: 

Some villain, ay, and singular in his art, 

Hath done you both this cursed injury. 

Imo. Some Roman courtezan. 

Pis. No, on my life. 

1*11 give but notice you are dead, and send him 
Some bloody sign of it ; for *tis commanded 
I should do so : You shall be missed at court, 
And that will well confirm it. 

Imo. Why, good fellow, 

What shall 1 do the while? Where bide? How live. 
Or in my life what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my husband ? 

Pis. U you'll back to the court,— 

Imo. No court, no father ; nor no more ado 
With that hars^h, noble, simple, nothing : 
That Cloten, whose love-suit hath been to me 
As fearful as a siege. 

Pis. If not at court, 

1 hen not in Britain must you bide. 

Imo. . Where then ? 

Hath Britain all the sun that shines ? Day, night. 
Are they not but in Britain? i'the world's voTum4 
Our Britain seems as of it, but not in it ; 
In a great pool, a swan's nest; Pr'ythee, think 
There's livers out of Britain. 

Pis. I am most glad 

You think of other place. The embassador, 
Lucius the Roman, comes to MilfordHaven 
To-morrow : Now, if you could wear a mind 
Dark as your fortune is ; and but disguise 
That, which, to appear itself, must not yet be. 
But by self-danger; you. should tread a course 
Pretty, and full of view : yea, haply, near 
The residence of Posthumus : so nigh, at least, 
That though his actions were not visible, yet 
Report should render him hourly to your ear. 
As truly as he raaves. 
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Imo. Oj for such means ! 

Thouch peril to my modesty, not death cm*t, 
I would adventure. 

Pis. Well then, here's the point. 

You must forget to be a woman ; change 
Command into obedience ; fear, and niceness, 
(The handmaids of all women, or, more truly, 
Woman its pretty self,) to a waggish courage ; 
Ready in gibes, quick-answerM, saucy, and 
As quarrelous as the weasel : nay, you must 
Forget that rarest treasure of your cheek. 
Exposing it (but, O, the harder heart ! 
Alack, no remedy !) to the greedy touch 
Of common-kissing Titan ;* and foi^et 
Your laboursome and dainty trims, wherein 
You made great Juno angry. 

Into. Nay, be brief: 

I see into thy end, and am almost 
A man already. 

Pis. First, make yourself but like One. 

Fore-thinking this, I have already fit 
('Tis in my cloak-bag,) doublet, hat, hose, all 
That answer to them : Would you, in their serving 
And with what iniitation you can borrow 
From youth of such a season, 'fore noble Lucius 
Present yourself, d<;sire his service, tell him 
Wherein you are happy2 (which you'll make him 

know. 
If that his head have ear in music,) doubtless. 
With joy he will embrace you ; for he's honourable, 
And, doubling that, most holy. Your means abroad 
You have me,3 rich ; and I will never fail 
Beginning, nor supplyment. 

Imo. Thou art all the comfort 

The gods will diet me with. Pr'ythee, away : 

(1) The sun. 

(2) t. e. Wherein you are accomplished. 

(3) As for your subsistence abroad, you may re 
ly onme. 
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There's more to be consider'd ; but we'll even 
All that good time will give us : This attempt 
Pm soldier to,^ and will abide k with 
A prince's courage. Away, I pr'ythee. 

Pis. Wei I, madam, we must take a short farewell 
Lest, being raiss'd, I be suspected of 
Your carriage from the court. My noble mistress. 
Here is a box ; I had it from the queen ; 
What's in't is precious ; if you are sick at sea, 
Or stomach-qualm'd at land, a dram of this 
Will drive away distemper. — To some shade, 
And fit you to your manhood : — May the gods 
Direct you to the best ! 

Imo, Amen : I thank thee. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJVE V. — A room in Cymbeline's palace. 
Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, Lucius, ana 
Lords. 

Cym. Thus far ; and so farewell. 

Luc. Thanks, r(^al sir. 

My emperor hath wrote ; I must from hence ; 
And am right sorry, that I must report ye 
My master's enemy. 

Cym. Our subjects, sir, 

"Will not endure his yoke; and for ourself 
To show less sovereignty than they, must needs 
Appear unkinglike. 

Luc. So, sir, 1 desire of you 

A conduct over land, to Milford-Haven. — 
Madam, all joy befall your grace, and you ! 

Cym. My lords, you are appointed for that of- 
fice; 
The due of honour in no point omit : — 
So, farewell, noble Lucius. 

Luc. Your hand, my lord. 

Clo. Receive it friendly : but from this time fortl 
I wear it as your enemy. 

(1) Equal to. 
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Luc. Sir, the event 

Is yet to name the winner ; Fare you well. 

Cym. Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my 
lords, 
Till he have cross'd the Severn. — Happiness ! 

[Exeunt Lucius, and Lords. 

Queen. He goes hence frowning : but it honours 
us, 
That we have given him cause. 

Clo. 'Tis all the better; 

Your valiant Britons have their wishes in it. 

Cym. Lucius hath wrote already to the emperor 
How it goes here. It fits us therefore, ripely, 
Our chariots and our horsemen be in readiness : 
The powers that he already hath in Gallia 
Will soon be drawn to heaa, from whence he mo^ es 
His war for Britain. 

Queen. 'Tis not sleepy business ; 

But must be look*d to speedily, and strongly. 

Cum. Our expectation that' it would be thus. 
Hath made us forward. But, my gentle queen. 
Where is our daughter f She hath not appeared 
Before the Roman, nor to us hath tendered 
The duty of the day : She looks us like 
A thing more made of malice, than of duty : 
We have noted it. — Call her before us; for 
We have been too slight in sufferance. 

[Exit an Attendant. 

Queen. Royal sir, 

Since the exile of Posthumus, most retir'd 
Hath her life been ; the cure whereof, my lord, 
*Tis time must do. 'Beseech your majesty. 
Forbear sharp speeches to her : she's a lady 
So tender of rebukes, that words are strokes, 
And strokes death to her. . 

Re-enter an Attendant. 

Cym. Where is rfie, sir ? How 

Can her contempt be answer'd ? 
Attend, Please you, sir, 

l^OL. VII. R 
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Her chambers are all locked ; and there's no answer 
That will be given to the loud*st of noise we make. 

Queen. My lord, when last I went to visit her, 
She pray*d me to excuse her keeping close ; 
Whereto constrained by her infirmity, 
She should that duty leave unpaid to you, 
Which daily she was bound to proffer : this 
She wishM me to make known ; but our great court 
Made me to blame in memory. 

Cym, Her doors lock'd ? 

Not seen of late ? Grant, heavens, that, which I fear, 
Prove false! [Exit, 

Queen. Son, I say, follow the kin^. 

Clo. That man of hers, Pisanio, her old servant, 
I have not seen these two days. 

Queen. Go, look after. — lExii Cloten. 

Pisanio, thou that stand'st so for PosUiumus ! — 
He hath a drug of mine : I pray, his absence 
Proceed by swallowing that ; for he believes 
It is a thing most precious. But for her, 
Where is she gone? Haply, despair hath seized her ; 
Or, wingM with fervour of her love, she's flown 
To her desir'd Posthumus : Gone she is. 
To death, or to dishcHiour ; and my end 
Can nriake good use of either : She being down, 
I have the placing of the British crown. 

Re-enter Cloten. 

How now, my son } 

Clo. 'Tis certain, she is fled : 

Go in, and cheer the king ; he rages ; none 
Dare come about him. 

Queen. All the better : Mav 

This night forestall him of the coming day ! 

[Exit Queen. 

Clo. I love, and hate hdr : for she's fair and royal ; 
And that she hath all courtly parts more exquisite 
Than lady, ladies, woman ;• from every one 

(1) Than any ladt/j than all ladies^ than all 
womankind. 



d by Google 



Scene T. CYMBELINE. 259 

The best she hath, and she, of all compounded, 

Outsells them all : I love her therefore ; But, 

Disdaininff me, and throwing favours on 

The low Posthumus, slanders so her jud/nnent, 

That what's else rare, is chokM ; and, in tnat point, 

I will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed. 

To be reveng'd upon her. For, when fools 

Enter Fisanio. 

Shall^Who is here? What! are you packing, 

sirrah ? 
Come hither: Ah, you precious pander ! Villain 
"Where is thy lady ? In a word ; or else 
Thou art straightway with the fiends. 

Pis. O, good my lord ! 

Clo. Where is thy lady? or, by Jupiter 
I will not ask again.' Close villain, 
I'll have this secret from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart to find it. Is she with Posthumus.^ 
From whose so many weights of baseness cannot 
A dram of worth be drawn. 

Pis. Alas, my lord. 

How can she be with him .^ When was she miss'ct ! 
He is in Rome. 

Clo. Where is she, sir? Come nearer ; 

No further halting : satisfy me home, 
What is become of her? 

Pis. O, my all-worthy lord ! 

Clo. All-worthy villain ! 

Discover where thy mistress is, at cnce, 
At the next word, — No more of worthy lord,— 
Speak, or thy silence on the instant is 
Thy condemnation and thy death. 

Pis. Then, sir. 

This paper is the history of my knowledge, 
Touching her flight. [Presenting a letter. 

Clo. Let's see't : — I will pursue hcf 

Even to Augustus' throne. 

Pis. Or this, or perish. 

She's far enough ; and what he learns by this. 
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May prove his travel, not her danger. [Aside. 

Clo. Humph • 

Pis. ril write to my lord she's dead. O Iraogcu, 
Safe maj'st thou wander, safe return again ! 

[Aside. 

Clo. Sirrah, is this letter true ? 

Pis. Sir, as I think. 

Clo. It is Posthumus' hand ; I know't. — Sirrah, if 
thou would'st not be a villain, but do me true ser- 
vice ; undei^o those employments, wherein I should 
have cause to use thee, with a serious industry, — 
that is, what villany soe'er I bid thee do, to per- 
form it, directly and truly, — I would think thee an 
honest man : thou shouldest neither want my means 
for thy relief, nor ray voice for thy preferment. 

Pis. Well, my good lord. 

C^. Wilt thou serve me.^ For since patipntly 
and constantly thou hast stuck to the bare fortune 
of that be^;ar Posthumus, thou canst not in the 
course of gratitude but be a diligent follower of 
mine. Wilt thou serve me ? 

Pis. Sir, I will. 

Clo. Give me thy hand, here's my purse. Hast 
any of thy late master's garments in thy possession ? 

Pis. I have, my lord, at my lodging, the same 
suit he wore when he took leave of my lady and 
mistress. 

Clo. The first service thou dost mc, fetch that 
suit hither : let it be thy first service ; go. 

Pis. I shall, my lord. [Eiii. 

Clo. Meet thee at Milford- Haven : — T forgot to 
ask him one thing ; Pll remembcr't anon : — ^Eveii 
there, thou villain Posthumus, will I kill thee. — I 
would these garments were come. She said upon a 
time (the bitterness of it I now belch from my heart,) 
that she held the very garment of Posthumus iu 
more respect than my noble and natural per&on, to- 
gether with the adornment of my qualities. W^ilh 
that suit upon my back, will I ravish her : First 
kill him, and in her eyes ; there shall she see my 
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valour, which will then be a torment to her con- 
tempt. He on the ground, my speech of insult- 
ment ended on his dead body, — and when my lust 
hath dined (which, as I say, to vex her, I will exe- 
cute in the clothes that she so praised,) to the court 
V\\ knock her back, foot her home again. Sh« 
hath despised me rejoicingly, and 1*11 be merry i«« 
my revenge. 

Re-enter Pisanio, with the clothes. 
Be those the garments ? 

jPm. Ay, my noble lord. 

Clo. How long isU since she went toMilford 
Haven i 

Pis. She can scarce be there yet. 

Clo. Bring this apparel to my chamber; that is 
the second thing that I have commanded thee : the 
third is, that thou shalt be a voluntary mute to mv 
design. Be but duteous, and true preferment shall 
tender itself to thee. — My revenge is now at Mil- 
ford ; 'Would 1 had wings to follow it ! — Come, 
and be true. [Exit. 

Pis. Thou bidd'st me to my loss : for true to thee, 
Were to prove false, which I will never be, 
To him that is most true. — To Milford go, 
A nd find not her whom thou pursu^st. Flow, flow. 
You heavenly blessings, on her ! This fooPs speed 
Be crossM with slowness ; labour be his noeea ! 

[Exit. 

SCEJVE n.—Before the cave of Belaiius. En- 
ter Imogen, in boy*s clothes. 
Imo. I see, a man's life is a tedious one : 
I have tir'd myself; and for two nights tc^ether 
Have made the ground my bed. 1 shoula be sick, 
But that my resolution helps me.— Milford, 
When from the mountain-top Pisanio show'd thee, 
Thou wast within a ken : O Jove ! I think. 
Foundations fly the wretched : such, I mean. 
Where they should be reliev'd. Two beggars told 
me. 
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I could not miss my way : Will poor folks he, 
That have alllictioiis on them ; knowing 'tis 
A punishment, or trial ? Yes ; no wonaer, 
When ricli ones .scarce tell true : To lapse in fulness 
Is sorer, than to lie for need ; and falsehood 
• Is worse in kings, than beggars. — My dear lord ! 
Thou art one o'the false ones : Now 1 think on thee, 
My hunger's gone ; but even before, 1 was 
At point to sink for food. — But what is this 1 
Here is a path to it: »Tis some savage hold : 
I were best not call ; I dare not call : yet famine. 
Ere clean it o'erthrow nature, makes it valiant. 
Plenty, and peace, breeds cowards ; hardness ever 
Of hardiness is mother. — Ho ! who's here ? 
If any thing that's civil, speak ; if savage. 
Take, or lend. — Ho ! — No answer.^ then I'll enter. 
Best draw my sword ; and if mine enemy 
But fear the sword like me, he'll scarcely look on't. 
Such a foe, good heavens ! [She goes into the cave. 

Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 

Bel. You, Polydore, have prov'd best woodman,^ 
and 
Are master of the feast : Cadwal, and I, 
Will play the cook and servant; 'tis our match :2 . 
The sweat of industry would dry, and die, 
But for the end it works to. Come ; our stomachs 
Will make what's homely, savoury : Weariness 
Can snore upon the flint, when restive sloth 
Finds the down pillow hard. — Now, peace be here, 
Poor house, that keep'st thyself! 

Gut. I am throughly weary. 

Jlrv. I am weak with toil, yet strong in appetite. 

Gut. There is cold meat i'Uie cave ; we'll browzo 
on that. 
Whilst what we have kill'd be cook'd. 

Jiel. Stay ; come not in : 

[Looking in. 

(1) Best hunter. (2) Agreement. 
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But that it eats our victuals, I should think 
Here were a fairy. 

Chit. What's the matter, sir ? 

Bel By Jupiter, an angel ! or, if not, 
An earthly paraxon ! Bclwld divineues8 
No elder than a boy ! 

Enter Imogen. 

Imo. Good masters, harm me not : 
Before I enter'd here, I call'd ; and thought 
To have beergM, or bought, what I have took • 

Good troth, 
1 have stolen nought ; nor would not, though I had 

found 
Gold strewM o*the floor. Here's money for my 

meat : 
I would have left it on the board, so soon 
As I had made my meal ; and parted 
With prayers for the provider. 

Crut. Money, youth .'* 

Arv. All gold and silver rather turn (o dirt I 
As 'tis no belter reckori'd, but of those 
Who worship dirty gods. 

Inui. I see, you are ang^ : 

Know, if vou kill me for my fault, 1 should 
Have diecl, had 1 not made it 

Bel. * Whither bound .? 

Imo. To Milford-Haven, sir. 

Bel, What is your name ? 

Imo. Fidele, sir : I have a kinsman, who 
Is boimd for Italy ; he embark'd at Milford ; 
To whom being going, almost spent with hunger, 
I am fallen ini this offence. 

Bel. Pr'y thee, fair youth. 



Ere you depart; and thanks, to stay qnd eat it. — 
(1) In, for inta 
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Boys, bid him welcome. 

Gui. Were you a woman, youth, 

I should woo hard, but be your groom. — In honesty, 
I bid for you, as Td buy. 

Arv. V\\ make't my comfort. 

He is a man ; PI I love him as my brother : — 
And such a welcome as Pd give to him, 
After long absence, such is yours : — Most welcome ! 
Be sprightly, for you fall 'mongst friends. 

Imo, 'Mongst friends ! 

If brothers ^ — ^*Would it had been so, Uiat they 
Had been my father's sons ! then had my prize 
Been less ; and so more equal ballasting 
To thee, Posthumus. \Aside. 

Bel, He wrings at some distress. 

Gvl 'Would, I could freeU ! 

Arv. Or I ; whate*er it be, 

What pain it cost, what danger ! Gods ! 

Bd, Hark, boys. 

[IVhispering. 

Imo. Great men. 
That had a court no bigger than this cave. 
That did attend themselves, and had the virtue 
Which their own conscience sealM them, (laying by 
That nothing gift of diflferin^' multitudes,) 
Could not out-peer these twain. Pardon me, gods ! 
I*d change my sex to be companion with them. 
Since Leonatus false. 

Bel It shall be so : 

Boys, we'll go dress our hunt— Fair youth, come in : 
Discourse is heavy, fasting •, when we have supp'd, 
We'll mannerly demand thee of thy story. 
So far as thou wilt speak it 

Gui. Pfay» draw near. 

Arv. The night to the owl, and mom to the lark, 
less ivelcome. 

Imo. Thanks, sir. 

Arv. ^ 1 pray, draw near. [Exeunt. 

(1) Unsteady.' 
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SCEJ^E F//.— Rome. Enter two Senators and 
Tribunes. 

1 Sen. This is the tenor of the emperor's writ: 
That since the common men are now in action 
'Gainst the Pannpnians and Dalmatians ; 

And that the legions now in Gallia are 
Full weak to undertake our wars against 
The fallen off Britons ; that we do incite 
The gentry to this business : He creates 
Lucius pro-consul : and to you the tribunes, 
For this immediate levy, he ccnximands 
His absolute commission. Long live Caesar ! 
Tri. Is Lucius general of the forces? 

2 Sen. . Ay. 
Tri. Remaining now in Gallia f 

1 Sen. With those legions 

"Which I have spoke of, whereunto your levy 
Must be supplyant : The words of your commission 
Will tie you to the numbers, and the time 
Of their despatch. 

TrL We will discharge our duty. 

[Exeunt 



ACT IV. 

SCEJ^E L—The forest, near the cave. Enter 
Cloten. 
Clo. I am near to the place where they should 
meet, if Pisanio have mapped it trul^. How fit his 
garments serve me ! Why should his mistress, who 
was made by him that made the tailor, not be fit 
too? the rather (saving reverence of the word) for' 
'tis said, a woman's fitness comes by fits. Therein 
I must play ihe workman. I dare speak it to my- 
self (for it is not vain-glory, for a man and his glass 
to confer; in his own chamber, I mean,) the lines 

(1) i. e. Because. 
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of my body are as well drawn as his ; no less joun^, 
moie strong, not beneath hira in fortunes, beyond 
him in the advantage of the time, above him in 
birth, alike conversant in general services, and more 
remarkable in single oppositions :> yet this imper- 
severant thing loves him in my aespite. What 
mortality is ! Posthumus, thy head, which now is 
growing upon thy shoulders, shall within this hour 
be off; thy mistress enforced ; th^ garments cut to 
pieces before thy face : and all this done, spurn her 
nome to her father : who may, haply, be a little 
angry for my so rough usage : but my mother, 
having power of his testiness, shall turn all into 
my commendations. My horse is tied up safe : 
Out, sword, and to a sore purpose ! Fortune, put 
them into my hand ! This is the very description 
of their meeting-place; and the fellow dares not 
deceive me. [Exit. 

SCEJVE IL— Before the cave. Enter, frmn the 
cave, Belarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, and Imo- 
gen. 

Bd. You are not well : [To Imogen.] remain 
here in the cave; 
We'll come to ycu after hunting. 

Arv, Brother, stay here : 

[To Imogen. 
Are we not brothers f 

Into, So man and man should be ; 

But clay and clay differs in dignity, 
Whose dust is both alike. I am very sick. 

Gui. Go you to hunting, 1*11 abide with him. 

Imo. So sick I am not ; — ^yet am I not well : 
But not so citizen a wanton, as 
To seem to die, ere sick : So please you leave me ; 
Stick to your joumaP course : the breach of custom 
Is breach of alL I am ill ; but your being by me 

(1) In single combat 

(2) Keep your daily course. 
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Cannot amend me : Society is no comfort 
To one not sociable : Vm not very sick, 
Since 1 can reason of it. Pray you, trust me here 
rU rob none but myself; and let me die, 
Stealing so poorly. 

Gut. I love thee ; I have spoke it » 

How much the quantity, the weight as much, 
As I do love my father. 

Bel. What? how? how? 

Arv. If it be sin to say so, sir, I yoke me 
In my good brother's fault : I know not why 
I love this youth ; and I have heard you say. 
Love's reason's without reason ; the bier at door, 
And a demand who is't shall die, I'd say, 
My father^ not this youth. 

Bet. O noble strain ! [Aside. 

worthiness of nature ! breed of greatness ! 
Cowards father cowards, and base things sire base : 
Nature hath meal, and bran; contempt, and grace. 

1 am not their father; yet who this should be, 
Doth miracle itself, lov'd before me. — 

'Tis the ninth hour o'the mom. 

Arv. Brother, farewell. 

Into. I wish ye Miort 

Arv. You health. — So please you, sir. 

Imo. [Aside.] These are kind creatures. Qods. 
what lies I have heard ! 
Our courtiers say, all's savage, but at court : 
Experience, O, fhou disprov'st report ! 
The imperious! seas breed nxMisters ; for the dish, 
Poor tributary rivers as sweet fish. 
I am sick still ; heart-sick : — Pisanio, 
I'll now taste of thy drug. 

Gut. I could not stir him : 

He said, he was gentle,^ but unfortunate ; 
Dishonestly afflicted, but yot honest 

A rv. Thus did he answer me : yet said, hereafter 
I might know more. 

(1) Imperial (2) Well-born. 
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Bel To the field, to the field :— 

We'll leave you for this time ; go in, and rest. 

Aro. We'll not be long away. 

BeL Pray, be not sick, 

For you must be our housewife. 

Imo. ' Well, or ill, 

I am bound to you. 

B(L And so shalt be ever. 

\Kxii Imogen. 
Thw youth, howe'er distress'd, appears, he hath had 
Good ancestors. 

Aro, How angel-like be sings ! 

Gui, But his neat cookery ! He cut our roots in 
characters ; 
And saucM our broths, as Juno had been sick, 
And he her dieter. 

Atv. Nobly he yokes 

A smiling with a sigh : as if the sigh 
Was that it was, for not being such a smile ; 
The smile mocking the sigh, mat it would fly 
From so divine a temple, to commix 
With winds that sailors rail at 

Gut. I do note, ' 

That grief and patience, rooted in himboth, 
Mingle their spurs' together. , , ^ ' 

Aro. Grow, patiertce ! 

And let the stinking elder, grief, untwine 
His perishing root, with the increasing vine ! 

Btl It is great morning. Come; away.— Who's 
there f 

JEn/cr Cloten. 

Clo. I cannot find those runagates; that villain 
Hath mock*d me : — I am faint 

BtL Those runagates! 

Means he not us ? I partly know him ; 'tis 
Cloten, the son o'the queen. I fear some ambush. 
I saw him not these many years, and yet 
I know 'tis he : — We are held as outlaws : — Hence. 

(1) Spurs are the roots of trees. 
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Gut. He is but one : You and my brother search 
What companies are near : pray you, away ; 
Let me alone with him. [Exe. Bel. and Arv 

Clo. Soft! What are you 

That fly me thus ? some villain mountaineers]' 
I have heard of such. — What slave art thou ? 

Gui. A thing 

More slavish did I ne'er, than answering 
A slave, without a knock. 

Clo. Thou art a robber, 

A law-breaker, a villain : Yield thee, thief. 

Gui. To who.? to thee? What art thou ? Have 
not I 
An arm as big as thine ? a heart as big ? 
Thy words, I grant, are bi^er; for I wear not 
Mv dagger in my mouth. Say, what thou art ; 
Why 1 should yield to thee .? 

Clo. Thou villain bast-, 

Know'st me not by my clothes } 

Gui. No, nor thy tailor, rascal, 

Who is thy grandfather: he made those clothes, 
Which, as it seems, make thee. 

Clo. Thou precious varlut, 

My tailor made them not 

G^Lu Hence then, and thank 

The man that gave them thee. Thou art some fool ; 
1 am loath to beat thee. 

Clo. Thou injurious thief, 

Hear but my name, and tremble. 

Gut. What's thy name .? 

Clo. Cloten, thou villain. 

Gui. Cloten, thou double villain, be thy name, 
I cannot tremble at it ; were't toad, or adder, spider, 
'Twould move me sooner. 

Clo. To thy further fear, 

Nay, to thy mere confusion, thou shalt know 
I'm son to the queen. 

Gui. I'm Sony for't ; not seeminr; 

So worthy as thy birth. 

Clo, Art not afear'd ? 
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Gui. Those that I reverence, those I fear ; the 
wise : 
At fools I laugh, not fear them. 

Clo. Die the death : 

When I have slain thee with my proper hand, 
iMl follow those that even now (led hence, 
And on the gates of Lud's town set your heads ; 
Yield, rustic mountaineer. [Exeunt^ fighting. 

Knter Belarius and Arviragus. 

Bel. No company's abroad. 

Ai-v. None in the world: You did mistake kim, 
sure. 

Bel. I cannot tell : Long" is it since I saw him. 
But time hatli nothing blurred those lines of favour' 
Which then he wore ; the snatches in his voice, 
And burst of speaking, were as his : I am absolute, 
*Twas very Cloten. 

Arv. In this place we left them 

I wish my brother make good time with him, 
You say he is so fell. 

Bel, Being scarce made up, 

I mean, to man, he had not apprehension 
Of roaring terrors : for the effect of judgment 
Is oft the cause of fear : But see, thy brother. 

Re-enter Guiderius, with Cloten's head. 

Crui. This Cloten was a fool ; an empty purse, 
There was no money in't : Not Hercules 
Could have knock'd out his bs-ains, for he had none : 
Yet I not doing this, the fool had borne 
iMy head as I do his. 

Bel. What hast thou done ? 

Gui am perfect,2 what : cut oft" one Cloten's 
head, 
Son to the queen, after his own report ; 
Who caird m< traitor, mountaineer ; and swore, 

(1) Countenance. 

(2) I am well-informed what. 
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With his own stnde liand heM take us in. 
Displace our heads, where (thank the gocU !) thej 

grow, 
And set them on Lud*s town. 

BeL We are all undone. 

Gut. Why, worthy father, what have we to lose, 
But, that he swore to take, our lives ? The law 
Protects not us : Then why should we be tender. 
To let an arrogant piece of flesh threat us ; 
Play judge, and executioner, all himself; 
For2 we do fear the law ? What company 
Discover you abroad ^ 

BeL No single soul 

Can we set eye on, but, in all safe reason. 
He must have some attendants. Though his humoiur 
Was nothing but mutation ;' ay, and that 
From one b«d thing to worse ; not frenzy, not 
Absolute madness could so far have ravM, 
To bring him here alone ; Although, perhaps. 
It may be heard at court, that such as we 
Cave here, hunt here, are outlaws, and in time 
May make some stronger head: the which he 



(As it is like him,) might break out, and swear 

He*d fetch us in ; yet is*t not probable 

To come alone, either he so undertaking, 

Or they so suffering : then on good ground we fear, 

if we do fear this oody hath a tail 

More perilous than the head. 

Jlrv. Let ordinance 

CcMne as the gods foresay it : howsoever. 
My brother hath done well. 

Bel. I had no mind 

To hunt this day : the boy Fidele^s sickness 
Did make my way long forth.* 

Gui. With his own sword, 

(1) Conquer, subdue. (2) For, because;. 

(3) Change, alteration. 

(4) Did make my walk tedious. 
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Which he did wavie against my throat, I have ta'en 
His head from him : Til throw^t into the creek 
Behind our rock ; and let it to the sea, 
And tell the fishes, he^s the queen's son, Cloten : 
That's all I reck.i [Exit 

Bel. I fear, 'twill be revenff'd: 

'Would, Polydore, thou had'st not doneUl though 

valour 
Becomes thee well enough. 

Arv, 'Would I had done't. 

So the revenge alone pursued me ! — Polydore, 
I love thee brotherly ; but envy much, 
Thou hast robb'd meof this deed: I would, revenges, 
That possible strength might meet, would seek us 

through. 
And put us to our answer. 

Bd. Well, 'tis done :— 

We'll hunt no more to-day, nor seek for danger 
Where there's no profit. I pr'ythee, to our rock ; 
You and Fidele play the cooks : I'll slay 
Till hasty Polydore return, and bring him 
To dinner presently. 

Arv. Poor sick Fidele ! 

I'll wi'lingly to him : To gaii^ his colour, 
I'd let a parish of such Clotens blood. 
And p :vise myself for charity [BlxiL 

Bel O thou goddess, 

Thou divine Nature, how thyself thou blazon'st 
In thes.r two princely boys ! Ihey are as gentle 
As zep' yrs, blowing below the violet. 
Not wn ;sing his sweet head : and yet as rough, 
Their royal blood enchaf'd, as the rud'st wind, 
That by the top doth take the mountain pine. 
And make him stoop to the vale. 'Tis Wonderful, 
That an invisible instinct should frame them 
To royalty unlearn'd ; honour untaught ; 
Civility not seen from other ; valour, 
That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 

(1) Care. (2) Regain, restore. 
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As if it had been sow'd ! Yet still it's strange 
What Cloten's being here to us portends ; 
Or vrhat his death will bring us. 

Re-enUr Guiderius. 

Gut. Where's my brother f 

I have sent Cloten's clotpoll down the stream, 
In embassy to his mother; his body's hostage 
For his return. [Solemn music. 

BeL My ingenious instrument ! 

Haric, Polydore, it sounds ! But what occasion 
Hath Cadwal now to rive it motion ? Hark ! 

Gut. Is he at homer 

Bel. He went hence even now. 

Guu What docs he mean f since death of my 
dear'st mother 
It did not speak before. All solemn things 
Should answer solemn accidents. The matter.^ 
Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toy$,i 
Is jollity for apes, and grief for boys. 
Is Cadwal mad f 

Re-enter Arviragus, bearing Imogen as dead in Au 
arms. 

Bel Look, here he comes, 

And brings the dire occasion in his arms. 
Of what we blame him for ! 

Arv. The bird is dead, 

. That we have made so much on. I had rather 
Have skipp'd from sixteen years of age to sixty, 
To have tum'd my leaping-time into a crutch, 
Than have seen this. 

Gut. O sweetest, fairest lily ! 

My brother wears thee not the one half so well, 
As when thou grew'st thyselfl 

Bel. O, melancholy I 

Who ever yet could sound thy bottom ? find 
The ooze, to show what coast thy sluggish crare^ 

(1) Trifles. (2) A slow-sailing, unwieldy vessel. 
VOL. vn. S 
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Might easiliest harbour in ! — Thou blessed things ! 
Jove knows what man thou might'st have made ; 

but I, 
Thou diedstf a raogt rare boy, of melancholy ! — 
How found you him ? 

Arv, Stark,! as you see : 

Thus smiling, as some fly had tickled slumber. 
Not as death*s dart, being laughM at : his right check 
Reposing on a cushion. 

Guu Where? 

Arv, O'tke floor ; 

His arms thus leagued : I thought, he slept ; and put 
My clouted brogues^ from off my feet, whose rude- 
ness 
Answered my steps too loud. 

Gui. Why, he but sleeps : 

If he be gone, heUl make his grave a bed; 
With female fairies will his tomb be haunted, 
And worms will not cpme to thee. 

Arv. With fairest flowers, 

Whilst summer lasts, and I live here, Fidele, 
1*11 sweeten thy sad grave : Thou shalt not lack 
The flower, that's like thy face, pale primrose ; nor 
The azur*d hare-bell, like thy veins ; no, nor 
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to slander, 
Out-sweeten*d not thy breath : the ruddock* would, 
With charitable bill (O bill, sore-diaming 
Those rich-left heirs, that let their fathers lie 
Without a monument .') bring thee all this ; 
Yea, and furr'd moss besides, when flowers arc ' 

none, 
I'o winter-ground* thy corse. 

Gui. Pr'ythee, have done ; 

And do not pla;jr in wench-like words with that 
Which is so serious. Let us bury him, 

(1) Stiff. (2) Shoes plated with iron. 

(3) The red-breast. 

(4) Probably a corrupt reading, for, wither round 
thy corse. 
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And not protract with admiration what 
is now due debt — To the grave. 

^rv. Say, where shall's lay him? 

CrtU. By good Euriphile, our mother. 

v4r». Be*t so : 

And let us, Polydore, though now our voices 
Have got the mannish crack, sing him to the ground, 
As once our mother ; use like note, and words, 
Save that Euriphile must be Fidele. 

Gut. Cadwal, 
I cannot sing: Til weep, and word it with thee : 
For notes of sorrow, out of tune, are worse 
Than priests and fanes thai lie. 

Arv. WeMl speak it then. 

Bel. Great griefs, I see, medicine the less : for 
Cloten 
Is quite forgot. He was a queen's son, boys : 
And, though he came our enemy, remember, 
He was paid' for that : Though mean and mighty, 

rotting 
Together, have one dust ; yet reverence 
(That angel of the world) doth make distinction 
Of place 'tween high and low. Our foe was princely; 
A nd though you took his life, as being our foe. 
Yet bury him as a prince. 

Gui. Pray you, fetch him hither. 

Thersites' body is as good as Ajax, 
When neither are alive. 

Jirv. If you'll go fetch him, 

We'll say our song the whilst. — Brother, begin. 
[Exit Belarius 

Gin. Nay, Cadwal, we must lay his head to the 
east; 
My father hath a reason for't 

Arv. 'Tis true. 

Gui. Come on then, and remove him. 

Arv. So, — Begin. 

(1) Punished. 
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SONG. 

Gui. Fear no more the heat oUhe sun, 

J\''or ihe/uriouswinier''s rages; 
Thmi thy worldly task hast done. 

Home art gone, and ia'en thy wages : 
Golden lads and girls all must^ 
As chimney-sweaters, come to dust. 
Arv. Fear no more the/rotcn o'the great. 

Thou art past the tyrant's stroke ; 
Care no more to clothe, and eat ; 

To thee the reed is as the oak : 
The sceptre, learning, physic, must 
All follow this, and come to dust. 
Gui. Fear no more the Ughtning-Jlash, 
Arv. J\''or Vie all-dreaded thunder-stone; 
Gui. Fear not slander, censure^ rash ; 
Arv. Them hast finished joy and moan : 
Both. All lovers young, all lovers must 
Consign- to thee, and come to dust, 

Gui. .TVb exoveiser harm thee ! 
Arv. JVbr no witchcraft charm thee! 
Gui. Ghost unlaid forbear thee! 
Arv. J^Tothing ill come near thee! 
Doth. Quiet consummation have; 
And renowned be thy grave !^ 

Re-enter Belarius, with the body of Cloten. 

GuL We have done our obsequjes : Come, lay 

him down. 
BeL Here's a few flowers ; but about midnight, 
more: 
The herbs, that have on them cold dew o'the night. 
Are strewings fittest for graves. — Upon their faces: — 
You were as flowers, now witherM : even so 
These herb'lets shall, which we upon you strew. — 

(1) Judgment (2) Seal the same contrert. 
(3) See W. CoUins's bong at the end of the Play. 
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Come on, away : apart upon our knees. 

The ground, that gave them first, has them again ; 

Their pleasures here are past, so is their pain. 

[jExeunt Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 
Imo. [Awaking.] Yes, sir, to Milford-Haven ; 

Which is the way? — 
Ithankyou. — By yon bush i* — Pray, how far thither? 
*Ods pittikins.'J— can it be six miles yet ? 
I have gone all night: — Taith, Til lie down and 

sleep. 
But, soft ! no oedfellow : — O, gods and goddesses ! 
[Seeing the body. 
These flowers are like the pleasures of the world ; 
This bloody man, the care on't. — I hope, I dream ; 
For, so, I Uiought I was a cave-keeper, 
And cook to honest creatures : But *tis not so ; 
*Twas but a boU2 of nothing, shot at nothing, 
Which the brain makes of fumes : Our very eyes 
Are sometimes like our judgments, blind. Good 

faith, 
I tremble still with fear : But if there be 
Yet left in heaven as small a drop of pity 
As a wren's eye, fear'd gods, a part of it ! 
The dream's here still : even when I wake, it is 
Without me, as within me ; not imagined, felt. 
A headless man ! — ^The garments of PosOiumus ! 
I know the shape of his leg ; this is his hand ; 
His foot Mercurial ; his Martial thigh ; 
The brawns of Hercules : but his Jovial^ face. — 
Murder in heaven ? — How i* — *Tis gCHie. — Pisanio, 
All curses madded Hecuba gave the Greeks, 
And mine to boot, be darted on thee ! Thou, 
Conspired with that irregulous^ devil, Cloten, 
Hast here cut off my lord. — To write, and read, 
Be henceforth treacherous ! — Damn'd Pisanio 

(1) This diminutive adjuration is derived from 
God* s my pity. 

(2) An aiTow. (3) A face like Jove's. 
(4) Lawless, licentious. 
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Hath with his forged letters, — damn*d Pisanio— 
Vvom this most bravest vessel of the world 
Struck the main-top ! — O, Posthumus ! alas, 
Where is thy head: where's that? Ah me! where's 

that? 
Pisanio might have killM thee at the heart, 
And left this head on.— How should this be? Pi- 
sanio ? 
•Tis he, and Cloten : malice and lucre in them 
Have laid this wo here. O, *tis pregnant, pregnant!' 
The druff he gave me, which, he said, was precious 
And cordial to me, have I not found it 
Murderous to the senses ? That confirms it home : 
This is Pisanio^s deed, and Cloten's : O ! — 
Give colour to my pale cheek with thy bloo'l, 
That we the horrider may seem to those 
Which chance to find us ; O, my lord, my lord ! 

EnUr Lucius, a Captain and other OJficerSy and a 
Soothsayer. 

Cap. To them the legions garrison'd in Gallia, 
After your will, have crossM the sea ; attending 
You here at Milford-Haven, with your ships : 
They are here in readiness. 

Luc. But what from Rome ? 

Cap. The senate hath stirr*d up tl* c6nfincrs. 
And gentlemen of Italy; most willing spirits. 
That promise noble service : and they come 
Under the conduct of bold lachimo, 
Sienna's brother. 

Imc. When expect you them ? 

Cap. With the next benefit o'the wind. 

Lmc. This forwardness 

Makes our hopes fair. Command, our present 

numbers 
Be mustered; bid the captains look to*t.— -Now, sir, 
What have you dream'd, of late, of this war*a imji* 
pose? 

(1) I. e. 'Tis a ready, opposite conclusion. 
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Sooik. Latit night (he very gods showed me a 
vision : 
(I fast, and pray'd, for their intelligence,) Thus: — 
I saw Jove's bird, the Roman eagle, wing'd 
From the spongy south to this part of the west. 
There vauish'd in the sunbeams : which portends 
(Unless my sins abuse my divination,) 
Success to the Roman host. 

Luc. Dream often so, 

And never false. — Soft, ho ! what trunk is here, 
"Without his top? The ruin speaks, that sometime 
It was a worthy building. — How ! a page ! — 
Or dead, or sleeping on him .' But dead, rather : 
For nature doth abhor to make his bed 
With the defunct, or sleep upon the dead. — 
Let's see the boy's face. 

Cap. He is alive, my lord. 

Luc. He'll then instruct us of this body. — 
Young one, 
Inform us of thy fortunes ; for, it seems. 
They crave to be demanded : Who is this. 
Thou mak'st thy bloody pillow f Or who he, 
That, otherwise than noble nature did, 
Hath alter'd that good picture ? What's thy interest 
In this sad wreck f How came it ? Who is it ^ 
What art thou ? 

Imo. 1 am nothing : or if not, 

Nothing to be were better. This was my master, 
A very valiant Briton, and a good, 
That here by mountaineers lies slain : — Alas ! 
There are no more such masters : I may wander 
From east to Occident,! cry out for service, 
Try many, aH good, serve truly, never 
Find such another master. 

Luc. 'Lack, good youth ! 

Thou mov'st no less with thy complaining, than 
Thy master in bleeding : Say his name, good friend 

Jmo. Richard du Champ. If I do lie, and do 

(1) The west. 
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No harm by it, though the gods hear, I hope 

[Aside, 
TheyMI pardon it. — Say you, sir? 

Luc. Thy name? 

Imo. Fidelc. 

Luc. Thou dost approve thyself the very same . 
Thy name well fits thy faith ; thy faith, thy name. 
Wilt take thy chance with me? I will not say, 
Thou shalt be so well masterM; but, be sure. 
No less belovM. The Roman emperor^s letters. 
Sent by a consul to me, should not sooner 
Than thine own worth prefer thee : Go with roe. 

Imo. I'll follow, sir. But first, anU please the 
gods, 
V\\ hide my master from the flies, as deep 
As these poor pickaxes' can dig : and when 
With wild wood-leaves and weeds I have strew'd 

his grave. 
And on it said a century of prayers, 
Such as I can, twice o'er, I'll weep, and sigh ; 
And, leaving soliis service, follow you, 
So please you entertain me. 

Luc. Ay, good youth ; 

And rather father thee, than master thee. — 
My friends. 

The boy hath taught us manly duties : Let us 
Pind out the prettiest daisied plot we can, 
And make him with our pikes and partisans 
A grave : C(»ne, arm him. — Boy, he is preferred 
By thee to us ; and he shall be interred. 
As soldiers can. Be cheerful ; wipe thine eyes ; 
Some falls are means the happier to arise. [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E III.— A room in Cymbeline's palace. 
Enter Cymbeline, hords/and Pisanio. 

Cym. Again; and bring me word, how Uis with 
her. 
A fever with the absence of her son ; 

(1) Her fingers. 



d by Google 



Scene III, CYMBELINE. 281 

A madnesSt (^ which her lifers in danger : — Heavens, 
How deeply you at once do touch me ! Imogen, 
The great part of my comfort, gone : my queen 
Upon a desperate bed ; and in a time 
W hen fearful wars point at me ; her son gone, 
So needful for this present : It strikes me, past 
The hope of comfort — But for thee, fellow, 
Who needs must know of her departure, and 
Dost seem so ignorant, we'll enforce it from thee 
By a sharp torture. 

Pis. Sir, my life is yours, 

I humbly set it at rour will : But, for my mistress, 
I nothing know where she remains, why gone, 
Nor when she purposes return. 'Beseech your high 

ness, 
Hold me your loyal servant 

1 Lord. Good my li^e, 

The day that she was missing, he was here : 
I dare be bound he's true, and shall perform 
All parts of his subjection loyally. 
For Cloten,— 

There wants no diligence in seeking him. 
And will, no doubt, be found. 

Cum. The time's troublesome ; 

We'll slip you for a season ; but our jealousy 

[To Pisanio. 
Does yet depend. 

1 ftord. So please your majesty. 

The Roman legions, all from Gallia drawn. 
Are lauded on your coast ; with a supply 
Of Roman gentlemen, by the senate sent 

Cym. Now for the counsel of my son, and queen ! 
I am amaz'd with matter. * 

1 Lord. Good my liege, 

Your preparation can affront^ no less 
Than what you hear of: come more, for more you're 
ready: 

(1) Confounded by a variety of business. 

(2) Encounter. 
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The want is, bat to put those powers^ in motion. 
That long to move. 

Cym. I thank you : Let's withdraw : 

And meet the time, as it seeks us. We fear not 
What can from Italy annoy us ; but 
We i^eve at chances here. — Away. [Exettnt. 

Pts. I heard no letter from my master, since 
I wrote him, Imogen was slain : 'Tis strange : 
Nor hear I fr(»n my mistress, who did promise 
To yield me often tidings ; Neither know I 
What is betid to Cloten ; but remain 
PerplexM in all. The heavens still must work : 
Wherein I am false, I am honest ; not true, to be 

true. 
These present wars shall find I love my country, 
Even to the note^ o'the king, or V\\ fall in them. 
All other doubts, by time let them be clearM : 
Fortune brings in some boats, that are not steer'd. 

[BlxH. 

SCEJ^E IF'.— Before the Mve. Enter Belarius, 
Guiderius, and Arviragus. 

Gut. The noise is round about us. 

Bel. Let us from it. 

Arv. What pleasure, sir, find we in life, to lock it 
From action and adventure ? 

Gui. Nay, what hope 

Have we in hiding us ? this way, the Romans 
Must or for Britons slay us ; or receive us 
For barbarous and unnatural revolts' 
During their use, and slay us after. 

Bet. Sons, 

We'll higher to the mountains ; there sccm-c us. 
To the kmg's party there's no going; newness 
Of Cloten'sdcjath (we being not known, not muster'd 
Among the bands) may drive us to a render* 
Where we have li?'d ; and so extort from us 

(1) Forces. (2) Notice. (3) Revolts rs 
(4) An account. 
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That which we^ve done, whose answer would be 

death 
Drawn on with torture. 

ChiL This is, sir, a doubt, 

In such a time, nothing becoming )'ou. 
Nor satisfying us. 

Arv. It is not likely, 

That when they hear the Roman horses neigh. 
Behold their quarterM fires, have both their eyes 
And ears so cloy'd importantly as now, 
That they will waste their time upon our note,i 
To know from whence we are. 

Bel. O, I am known 

Of many in the army : many years. 
Though Cloten then but young, you see, not wore 

him 
From my remembrance. And, besides, the king 
Hath not deser\''d my service, nor your loves ; 
Who find in my exfle the want of breeding. 
The certainty of this hard life ; aye hopeless 
To have the courtesy your cradle promised, 
But to be still hot summer's tanlings, and 
The shrinking slaves of winter. 

Out. Than be so. 

Better to cease to be. Pruy, sir, to the army : 
I and my brother are not known ; yourself. 
So out of thought, and thereto so overgrown, 
Cannot be questioned. 

Arv. By this sun that shines, 

rU thither : What thing [s it, that I never 
Did see man die ? scarce ever look'd on blood, 
But that of coward hai-es, hot goats, and venison ^ 
Never bestrid a horse, save one, (hat had 
A rider like myself, who ne'er wore rowel 
Nor iron on his heel ? I am asham'd 
To look upon the holy sun, to have 
The benefit of his blessM beams, rcmainii^ 
So long a poor unknown. 

(1) Noticing us. 
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Gui. By heavens, Pll go : 

If you win bless mc, sir, ana pve me leave, 
I'll take the betlcr cai-e; but if you will not, 
The hazard therefore due fall oti me, by 
The hands of Romans ! 

Arv. So say I ; Amen. 

Bel. No reason I, since on your lives you set 
So slight a valuation, should reserve 
My crackM one to more care. Have with you, boys : 
If in your country wars you chance to die, 
That is my bed too, lads, and there Pll lie : 
Lead, lead. — The time seems long; their blood 
thinks scorn, [Aside. 

Till it fly out, and show them princes bom. [Exe. 



ACT V. 

SCEJ^E L— Afield between the British and Ro- 
man camps. Enter Posthumus, toith a bloody 
handkerchief. 

Post. Yea, bloody cloth, Pll keep thee; for I 
wish'd 
Thou should'st be colour'd thus. You married ones, 
If each of you would take this course, how many 
Must murder wives much better than themselves, 
For wrying' but a little.^— O, Pisanio ! 
Every gowi servant does not all commands: 
No bond, but to do just ones.— Gods ! if you 
Should have ta'en vengeance on my faults, I never 
Had liv'd to put on2 this : so had you sav'd 
The noble Imogen to repent ; ana struck 
Me wretch, more worth your vengeance. But, alack, 
You snatch some hence for little faults ; that's love, 
To have them fall no more : you some permit 

(1) Deviating from the right way. 

(2) Incite^ instigate. 
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To second ills with ills, each elder worse ; 
And make them dread it to the doer's thrift. 
But Imogen is your own : Do your best wills, 
And make me bless'd to obey ! — I am brought hither 
Among the Italian gentry, and to fight 
Against my lady's kingdom : 'Tis enough 
That, Britain, I have killed thy mistress ; peace ! 
I'll give no wound to thee. Therefore, good hea- 
vens, 
Hear patiently my purpose : I'll disrobe me 
Of these Italian weeds, and suit nwself 
As does a Briton peasant : so I'll fight 
Against the part I come with ; so I'll die 
For thee, O Imc^n, even for whom my life 
Is, every breath, a death : and thus, unknown, 
Pitied nor hated, to the face of peril 
Myself I'll dedicate. Let me make men know 
More valour in me, than my habits show. 
Gods, put the strength o'the Leonati in me ! 
To shame the guise o'the world, I will begin 
The fashion, less without, and more within. [Exit. 

SCEJVE II.—The same. Enter at one side, Lu- 
cius, lachimo, and the Roman army; at the 
other side, the British army ; Leonatus Posthu- 
mas following it, like a poor 'soldier. They 
march over, and go out. Alarums. Then en- 
ter again in skirmish, lachimo and Posthumus : 
he vanouisheth and disarmeih Iach.^io, and then 
leaves him. 

lach. The heaviness and guilt within my bosom 
Takes off my manhood : I have belied a lady. 
The princess of this country, and the eir on't 
Revengingly enfeebles me ; Or could this carl,' 
A very drudge of nature's, have subdu'd me. 
In my profession? Knighthoods and honours, borne 
As 1 wear mine, are titles but of scorn. 
If that thy gentry, I^ritain, go before 

(1) Clown. 
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This loutf as he exceeds our lords, the odds 
Is, that we scarce are men, and you are gods. 

\ExiU 

ITie battle continues,' the Britons Jly; Cymbellne 
w taken: then enter j to his rescue^ Belarius, 
Guiderius, and Arviragus. 

Bd. Stand, stand ! We have the advantage of 
the ground ; 
The lane is guarded : nothing routs us, but 
The villany of our fears. 

Gfttt. Arv. Stand, stand, and fight ! 

Enter Posthumus, and seconds the Britons : They 
rescue Cymbeh'ne, and exeunt. 2'hen^ enter Lu- 
cius, lachimo, and Ini(^en. 

Luc. Away, boy, from the troops, and save thy- 
self: 
For friends kill friends, and the disorder's such 
As war were hood-wink'd. 

lach. 'Tis their fresh supplies. 

Luc. It is a day turn'd strangely : Or betimes 
Let's re-enforce, or fly. [Exeunt, 

SCEJ^E III.— Another part of the Jield. En- 
ter Posthumus and a British Lord. 

Lord. Cam'st thou from where they made the 
stand ? 

Post. I did : 

Though you, it seems, come from the fliers. 

Lord. I did. 

Post. No blame be to you, sir ; for all was lost. 
But that the heavens fought : The king himself 
Of his wings destitute, the army broken. 
And but the backs of Britons seen, all flying 
Through a strait lane ; the enemy full-hearted, 
Lolling the tongue with slaughtering, having work 
More plentiful than tools to do't, struck down 
Some mortally, some slightly touch'd, some falling 
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Merely throagh fear; that the strait pass was 

damm*di 
With dead men, hurt behind, and cowards living 
To die with lengthen^ shame. 
Lord. Where was this lane ? 

Post Close by the battle, ditchM and wall'd with 

turf; 
Which gave advantage to an ancient soldier, — 
An honest one, I warrant; who de-8erv*d 
So long a breeding, as his white beard came to, 
In doing this for his country ; — athwart the lane, 
He, with two striplings (lads more like to run 
The country base,^ than to commit such slaughter ; 
With faces fit for masks, or rather fairer 
Than those for preservation cas'd, or shame,) 
Made good the passage ; cry'd to those that fled. 
Our Britain's harts iieAying^ not ovr men : 
To darkness fleet, souls thatjiy backwards.' Stand; 
Or toe are Romans, and will give you that 
Like beasts, which you shun beastly ; andmny save. 
But to look back in frown : stand, stand. — These 

three, 
Three thousand confident, in act as many, 
(For three perfjrmers are tl»e file, when all 
The rest do nothing,) with this word, Stand, stand, 
Accwnmodated by the place, more charming, 
With their own nobleness (which could have turn'd 
A distaff to a lance,) gilded pale looks. 
Part, shame, part, spirit renew'd ; that some, turned 

coward 
Bat by example (O, a sin in war. 
Damned in the first beginners I) 'gan to look 
The way that they did, and to grin like lions 
Upon the pikes o*the hunters. Then began 
A stop i*the chaser, a retire ; anon, 
A rout, confusion thick: Forthwith, they fly 

(1) Block'd up. 

(2) A country- game called />mon-6ar9, vulgarly 
prison-base. 
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Chickens, the way which they stooped eagles ; slaves, 
The strides they victors made : and now our cowards 
(Like fragments in hard voyages,) became 
The life o*the need ; having found the back-door 

open 
Of the unguarded hearts, Heavens, how they wound! 
Some, slam before ; some, dying; some, their friends 
Overborne i'the fonner wave': ten, chacM by one, 
Are now each one the slaughterman of twenty : 
Those, that would die or ere resist, are grown 
The mortal bugs' o*the field. 

Lord. This was strange chance : 

A narrow lane ! an old man, and two lx>ys ! 

Post. Nay, do not wonder at it : You are made 
Rather to wonder at the things you hear. 
Than to work any. Will you rhyme upcm't. 
And vent it for a mockery? Here is one : 
TiDO boys, an old man twice a btvy, a lane, 
Preserv'd the Britons, was the Romans' bane. 

Lord. Nay, be not angry, sir. 

Post. *Lack, to what end ? 

Who dares not stand his foe, I'll be his friend : 
For if heMl do, as he is made to do, 
I know, he'll quickly fly my friendship too. 
You have put ine into rhyme. 

Lord. Farewell, you are angiy. [Exit, 

Post. Still going?— This is a lord I O noble 
misery ! 
To be i'the field, and ask, what news, of me ! 
To-day, how many would have given their honours 
To have savM their carcasses ? took heel to do't, 
And yet died loo? I, in mine own wo charm'd. 
Could not find death, where I did hear him groan ; 
Nor feel him, where he struck : Being an ugly 

monster, 
'Tis stranj^e, he hides hitn in fresh cups, soft beds, 
Sweet words, or hath more niinisters than we 
That draw his knives i'the war. — WpII, f will find 
him : 

(1) Terrors. 
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For being now a favourer to the Roman, 
No more a Briton, 1 have resumM again 
The part I came in : Fight I will no more, 
But yield me to the veriest hind, that shall 
Once touch my shoulder. Great the slaughter is, 
Here made by the Roman ; great the answer be 
Britons must take ; For me, my ranscxn^s death ; 
On either side I come 'o spend my breath ; 
Which neither here I'll keep, nor bear again, 
But end it by some means tor Imogen. 

Enter two British Captains, and Soldiers. 

1 Cap, Great Jupiter be praisM ! Lucius is taken : 
*Tis thought, the old man and his sons were angels. 

2 Cap. There was a fourth man, in a silly habit, 
That gave the affront^ with them. 

1 dap. So *tis reported : 
But none of them can be found. — Stand 1 who is 

there ? 
Post. A Roman; 
Who had not now been drooping here, if seconds 
Had answerM liim. 

2 Cap. Lay hands on him ; a dog I 
A leg of Rome shall not return to tell. 

What crows have peeked them ber«. He brags his 

service 
As if he were of note : bring him to the king. 

Enter C}-mbeline, attended; Belarius, Guiderius, 
Arviragus, Pisanio, and Roman captives. The 
Captains present Posthumus to Cymbeline, who 
delivers him over to a Gaoler : after which, all 
go out. 

SCEJSTE IV.— A prison. Enter Posthumus, and 
two Gaolers. 

1 Gaol. You shall not now be stolen, you have 
locks upon you ; 
So, graze, as you find pasture. 

(1) Encounter. 
VOL. VII. T 
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2 Gcu)L Aj, or a stomach. 

[Exeunt Gaolers. 

Post Most welcome, bondaj^e! for thou art a way, 
f think, to liberty : Yet am I better 
Than one that's sick o*the gout : since he had rather 
Groan so in perpetuity, than be curM 
By the sure physician, death ; who is the key 
To unbar these locks. My conscience ! thou art 

fetter'd 
More than my shanks, and wrists : You good gods, 

give me 
The penitent instrument, to pick that bolt. 
Then, free for ever ! Is*t enough, I am sorry ? 
So children temporal fathers do appease ; 
Gods are more mil of mercy. Must I repent.^ 
I cannot do it better than in rfves,* 
DesirM, more than constrainVl : to satisfy. 
If of my freedom *tis the main part, take 
No stricter render of me, than my all. 
1 know, you are more clement than vile men, 
Who of their broken debtors take a third, 
A sixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 
On their abatement ; that's not my desire : 
For Imogen's dear life, take mine ; and though 
'Tis not so dear, yet 'tis a life ; you coin'd it : 
'Twecn man and man, they weigh not every stamp; 
Though light, take pieces for the figure's sake : 
Y'ou rather mine, being yours: And so, greal powers. 
If you will take this audit, take this l»fe. 
And cancel these cold bonds. O Imogen ! 
I'll speak to tlioe in siieace. [He sleeps. 

Solemn music.^ Enter ^ as an apparition^ Sicilius 
Leonatus, father to Posthumus, an old man, 
attired like a xoarrior ; leading in his hand an 
ancient Matron, his wife, and mother to Posthu- 

(1) Fetters. 

2) This scene is supposed not to be Shakspeare's, 
but foisted in by the Players for mere show. 
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mus, with mufic before them. Then, after other 
music, follow the two young Leonati, brothers 
to Postbumus, with wounds, as they died in the 
wars. They circle Posthumus round, as he lies 
sleeping. 

Sici. No more, thou thunder-master, show 
Thy spite on mortal flies : 
With IVlars fall out, with Juno chide, 
That thy adulteries 

Rates and revenges. 
Hath my poor boy done aught but well, 

Whose face I never saw ? 
I.^ed, whilst in the womb he staid 
*« Attending nature^s law. 
Whose father then (as men report, 

Thou orphans* father art,) 
Thou shouldst have been, and shielded him 
From this earth-vexing smart 
Moth. Lucina lent not me her aid, 
But took me in my throes : 
That from me was Posthumus ript ; 
Came crying *mongst his foes, 
A thing of pity I 
Sici. Great nature, like his ancestiy. 
Moulded the stuff so fair. 
That he deserved the praise o'the world. 
As great Sicilius* heir. 
1 Bro. When once he was mature for man. 
In Britain where was he 
That could stand up his parallel ; 

Or fruitful object be 
In eye of Imogen, that best 
Could deem his dignity f 
Moth. With marriage wherefore was he mock*d. 
To be exird and thrown 
From Leonati* seat, and cast 
From her his dearest one, 
Sweet Imogen ? 
Sici. Why did you suffer lachimo. 
Slight thing of Italy, 
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To taint his nobler heart and brain 

With needless jeaioasj ; 
And to become the geck^ and scorn 

O'the other's villany? 
2 Bro. For this, from stiller seats wc came, 

Our parents, and us twain. 
That, striking in our country's cause, 

Fell bravely, and were slain ; 
Our fealty, and Tenantius' right, 

"With honour to maintain. 

1 Bro. Like hardiment Posthumus hath 
To Cymbeline perform'd : 

Then Jupiter, thou king of gods, 

Why hast thou thus adjoumM 
The graces for his merits due ; 
Bei^ all to dolours tumM ? 
Sici. 'Diy crystal window ope ; look out ; 
No longer exercise. 
Upon a valiant race, thy harsh 
And potent injuries : 
Moth. Since, Jupiter, our son ib good. 

Take off his miseries. 
Sid. Peep through thy marble mansion ; help ! 
Or we poor ghosts will cry 
To the shining synod of the rest. 
Against thy deity. 

2 Bro. Help, Jupiter ; or we appeal, 
And from thy justice fly. 

Ji^iter descends in thunder and lightnings sitting 
vpon an Eagle / he throws a thunder-bolt. The 
Ghosts fall on their knees. 

Jup. No more, you petty spirits of region low, 
Offend our hearing; hush ! — How dare you ghosts, 

Accuse the thunderer, whose bolt you know. 
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling coasts } 

Poor shadows of Elysium, hence : and rest 
Upon your never-withering banks of flowers : 

(1) The fool. 
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Be not with mortal accidents opprest ; 

No care of yours it is, you know, 'tis ours. 
Whom best 1 love, I cross ; to make my gift. 

The more delay'd, delighted. Be content ; 
Your low-laid son our cocthead will uplift : 

His comforts thrive, his trials well are spent 
Our Jovial star reiffn'd at his birth, and in 

Our temple was he married. — Rise, and fade ! — 
He shall be lord of lady Imogen, 

And happier much by his affliction made. 
This tablet lay upon his breast ; wherein 

Our pleasure his full fortune doth confine ; 
And so, away : no further with your din 

Express impatience, lest you stir up mine. — 

Mount, eagle, to my palace crystalline. 

[Ascends. 

Sid. He came in thunder ; his celestial breath 
Was sulphurous to smell : the holy eagle 
Stoop*d, as to foot us : his ascension is 
More sweet than our blessM fields : his royal bird 
Prunes the immortal wing, and cloys his beak, 
As when his god is pleas'd. 

All Thanks, Jupiter ! 

Sici. The marble pavement closes, he is entered 
His radiant roof: — Away ! and, to be blest, 
Let us with care perform his great behest. 

[Ghosts vanish. 

Post. [Waking.] Sleep, thou hast been a grand- 
sire, and b^ot 
A father to me : and thou hast created 
A mother and two brothers : But (O scorn !) 
Gone ; they went hence so soon as they were bom. 
And so I am awake. — Poor wretches that depend 
On greatness' favour, dream as I have done ; 
Wake, and find nothing. — ^But, alas, I sweiye : 
Many dream not to find, neither deserve. 
And yet are steep'd in favours ; so am I, 
That have this golden chance, and know not why. 
What fairies haunt this ground .' A book f O. rare 
one ! 
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Be notf as is our fangled world, a garment 
Nobler than that it covers : let thy effects 
So follow, to be most unlike our courtiers, 
As good as promise. 

I Reads.] IVhen as a /ion's whelp shall^ to himself 
unknown^ without seeking jindy and he em- 
braced by a piece of tender air ; and when from. 
a stately cedar shall be lopped branches^ which, 
being dead many years, shall after revive, be 
jointed to the old stock, and freshly grow : therf, 
shall Posthiimus end his miseries, Britain be fur- 
tunate, andfourish in peace and plenty. 

*Tis still a dream ; or else such stuff ag madmen 
Ton«;ue, and brain not : either both, or nothing: 
Or seniseiess speaking, or a speaking such 
Ah sense cannot untie. Be what it is, 
The action of my life is like it, which 
ril keep, if but for sympathy. 

Re-enter Gaolers. 

Gaol. Come, sir, are you ready for death ? 

Post. Over-roasted rather : ready long ago. 

Gaol. Hanging is the word, sir ; if you be ready 
for that, you are well cooked. 

Post. So, if I prove a good repast to the specta- 
tors, the dish pays the shot. 

Gaol. A heavy reckoning for you, sir : But the 
comfort is, you shall be called to no more payments, 
fear no more tavern bills ; which are often the sad- 
ness of parting, as the procuring of mirth : you 
come in faint for want of meat, depart reeling with 
too much drink ; sorry that you have paid too much, 
and sorry that you are paid too much ; purse and 
brain both empty : the Drain the heavier for being 
too light, the purse too light, being drawn of heavi 
ness : O ! of this contradiction you shall now be 
quit — the charity of a penny cord ! it sums up 
tnousands in a trice : you have no true debtor and 
creditor but it ; of what's past, is, and to come, the 
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discharge: — Your neck, sir, is pen, book, and couq- 
ters ; so the acquittance follows. 

Post. I am merrier to die, than thou art to live. 

Gaol. Indeed, sir, he that sleeps feels not the 
tooth-ach : But a man that were to sleep your sleep, 
and a hangman to help him to bed, 1 think, he 
would change places with his officer : for, look you, 
sir, you know not which way you shall go. 

Post. Yes, indeed, do I, fellow. 

Gaol. Your death has eyes in*s head then ; I have 
not seen him so pictured : you must either be direct- 
ed by some that take upon them io know ; or take 
upon yourself that, which I am sure you do not 
know ; or jumpi the after-inquiry on your own peril : 
and how you shall speed in your journey's end, I 
think youMl never return to tell one. 

Post. I tell thee, fellow, there are none want eyes 
to direct them the way I am going, but such us 
wink, and will not use them. 

Gaol. What an infinite mock is this, that a man 
should have the best use of eyes, to see the way of 
blindness ! I am sure, hanging's the way of winking. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Knock off his manacles ; bring your pris- 
oner to the king. 

Post. Thou bringest good news ; — I am called 
to be made free. 

G€U)l. ril be hanged then. 

Post. Thou shalt be then freer than a gaoler; 
no bolts for the dead. 

[Exeunt Posthmnus and Messenger. 

Gaol. Unless a man would marry a gallows, and 
beget young gibbets, I never saw one so prone.3 
Yet, on my conscience, there are verier knaves de- 
lire to live, for all he be a Roman : and there be 
tome of them too, that die against their wills; so 
should I if I were one. I would we were all of 



(1) Hazard. 



(2) Forward. 
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one mind, and one mind good ; O, there were deso- 
lation of g-aolei-s, and gallowses ! I speak against 
my present profit ; but my wish hath a preferment 
in't [Exeunt. 

SCEjyE F".— Cymbeline's tent. Enter Cymbe- 
h'ne, Belarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, Pisanio, 
Lords J Officers^ and Attendants. 

Cym. Stand by my side, you whom the gods have 
made 
Preservers of my throne. Wo is my heart, 
That the poor soldier, that so richly fought, 
"Whose rags sham'd gilded arms, whose naked breast 
Stepped l^fore taige* of proof, cannot be found : 
He shall be happy that can find him, if 
Our grace can make him so. 

Bel. I never saw 

Such noble fury in so poor a thing ; 
Such precious deeds in one that promised nought 
But beggary and poor looks. 

Cym. No tidings of him ? 

Pis. He hath been search*d among the dead and 
living. 
But no trace of him. 

Cym. To my grief, I am 

The heir of his reward ; which I will add 
To you, the liver, heart, and brain of Britain, 

[To Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 
By whom, I grant, she lives ; 'Tis now the time 
To ask of whence you are : — report it. 

Bel. Sir, 

In Cambria are we bom, and gentlemen : 
Further to boast, were neither true nor modest. 
Unless I add, we are honest 

Cym. Bow your knees : 

Arise, my knights o^the battle : I create you 
Companions to our person, and will fit you 
With dignities becoming your estates. 

(1) Tai^et, shield. 
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rhcre's business in these feces : — Why so sadly 
Greet you our victory ? you lode like Kumans, 
And not o*the court of Britain. 

Cor. Hail, great king ! 

To sour your happiness, I must report 
The queen is dead. 

Cym. Whom worse than a physici>in 

Would this report beconw ? But I consider. 
By medicine life may be prolonged, yet death 
Will seize the doctor too. — How ended she f 

Cor. With horror, madly dying, like her life ; 
Wliich, being cruel to the world, concluded 
Most cruel to herself. What she confessed, 
I will report, so please you : These her women 
Can trip roe, if 1 err; who, with wet cheeks. 
Were present when she finished. 

Cym. Pr'ythee, say. 

Cor. First, she coofess'd she never lov*d you i 
only 
Affected greatness got by you, not you : 
Married your royalty, was wife to your place ; 
AbhorrMyour person. 

Cym. She alone knew this : 

And, but she spoke it dpng, I would not 
Believe her lips in opemng it Proceed. 

Cor. Your daughter, whom she bore in hand to 
love 
With such inte^^, she did confess 
Was as a scorpion to her sight ; whose life, 
But that her flight prevented it, she had 
Ta*en off by poison. 

Cym. O most delicate fiend ! 

Who is't can read a wcnnan ? — Is there more ? 

Cor. More, sir, and worse. She did confess, she 
had 
For you a mortal mineral , which, being took. 
Should by the minute feed on life, and, ling'ring, 
^^By inches waste you : In which time she purpos*d, 
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By watching, weeping, tendance, kissing, to 
O'ercome you with her show ; yes, and in time 
(When bhe had fitted you with her craft,) to work 
Ff er »on inla ihe adoption of the crown. 
But failing of her end by bis strange absence. 
Grew shameless desperate ; opened, in despite 
Of heaven and men, her purposes ; repented 
Tlie evils she hatch*d were not efiected ; so, 
Despairing, died. 

Cym. Heard you all this, her women f 

I^dy. We did so, please your highness. 
Cym. • Mine eyes 

Were not in fault, for she was beautiful ; 
Miite ears, that heard her flattery; nor my heart. 
That thought her like her seeming ; it had been 

vicious, 
To have mistrusted her : vet, O my daughter! 
That it was folly in me, thou may*st say, 
And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend aii ! 

Enter Lucius, lachimo, the Soothsayer, and other 
Roman Prisoners J guarded; Posthumus behind, 
and Imogen. 

Thou com'st not, Caius, now for tribute ; that 
The Britons have raz*d out, though with the loss 
Of many a bold one ; whose kinsmen have made suit. 
That their good souls may be appeasM with 

slaughter 
Of you their captives, which ourself have granted ; 
So, think of your estate. 

Luc. Consider, sir, the chance of war : the day 
Was yours by accident ; had it gone with us. 
We should not, when the blocM was cool, have 

threaten*d 
Our prisoners with the sword. But since the gods, 
Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives 
Ma\' be caird ransom, let it come : sufiiceth, 
A Koman with a Romanes heart can suffer: 
Augustus lives to think onU : And so much 
For my peculiar care. This one thing only 
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I will entreat ; My boy, a Briton bom, 

Let him be ransomM : never master had 

A page so kind, so duteous, diligent, 

So tender over his occasions, true, 

So feat,* so nurse-like : let his virtue join 

With my request, which. Til make bold, your 

highness 
Cannot deny ; he hath done no Briton harm, * 
Though he have sei v*d a Roman : save him, sir, 
And spare no blood beside. 

Cym. I have surely seen him : 

His favoui^ is familiar to me. — 
Boy, thou hast looked thyself into my grace. 
And art mine own. — I know not why, nor where- 

fore. 
To say, live, boy : ne'er thank thy master ; live : 
And ask' of Cymbchne'what boon thou wilt, 
Fitting my bounty, and thy state. Til give it; 
Yea, though thou do demand a prisoner, 
The noblest ta'en. 

Imo. T humbly thank your highness. 

Luc. I do not bid thee beg my life, good lad ; 
And yet, 1 know, thou wilt 

Imo. No, no : alack, 

There's other work in hand ; I see a thing, 
Bitter to mc as death : your life, good master, 
Must shuffle for itself. 

Lmc, The boy disdains me. 

He leaves me, scorns me : Briefly die their joys. 
That place them on the truth of girls and boys.— 
Why stands he so perplex'd .' 

Cym, What would'st thou, boy ? 

I love thee more and more ; think more and more 
What's best to ask. Know'st him thou look'st on > 

Wilt have him live. ^ Is he thy kin.' tny friend > 

Imo. He is a Roman ; no more kin to me. 
Than I to your highness ; who, being bom your 
vassal, 

(I) Ready, dextrous. (2) Countenance. 
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Am something nearer. 

Cym. Wherefore ey'at him so ? 

Imo. ril tell you, sir, in private, if you please ' 
To give me hearing. 

Cym. Ay, with all my heart, 

And lend my best attention. What*s thy name .' 

Imo. Fidele, sir, 

Cym. Thou art my good youth, my page ; 

ni be thy master : Walk with me ; sjieak freely. 

[Cymbeline and Imogen converse apart. 

Bel. Is not this boy revived from death .^ 

Arv. One sand another 

Not more resembles : That sweet ro^ lad. 
Who died, and was Fidele : — What think you ? 

Gui. The same dead thing alive. 

Bel. Peace, peace ! see further ; he eyes us not ; 
forbear ; 
Creatures may be alike : were't be, I am sure 
He vTould have spoke to us. 

Gui. But we saw him dead. 

Bel. Be silent ; let^s see further. 

Pis. It is my mistress : 

[Aside. 
Since she is living, let the time run on, 
To good, or bad. 

[Cymbeline and Imogen come forward, 

Cym. Come, stand thou by our side ; 

Make thy demand aloud. — Sir, [To lacH.] step you 

forth ; 
Give answer to this boy, and do it freely ; 
Or, by our greatness, and the grace of it, 
Which is our honour, bitter torture shall 
Winnow the truth from falsehood. — On, speak to 
him. 

Imo. My boon is, that this gentleman may render 
Of whom he had this ring. 

Post. WTiat's that to him ? 

[Aside. 

Cym. That diamond upon your finger, say, 
How came it yours ? 
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lack. ThouMt torture me to leave unspoken that 
Which, to be spoke, would torture thee. 

Cym. Howl ine? 

lack. I am elad to be constrainM to utter that 
which 
Torments me to conceal. By villany 
I cot this ring ; 'twas Leonatus' jewel : 
Whom thou didst banish ; and (which more may 

grieve thee. 
As it doth me,) a nobler sir ne'er liv'd 
'Twixt sky and ground. Wilt thou hear more, my 
lord.' 

Cym. All that belongs to this. 

lack. That paragon, thy daughter, — 

For whom my heart drops blo(^, and my false spirits 
Quain to remember, — Give me leave ; I faint 

Cym. My daughter ! what of her f Renew thy 
strength : 
[ had rather thou should'st live while nature will. 
Than die ere I hear more : strive man, and speak. 

loch. Upon a time, (unhappy was the clock 
That strucK the hour !) it was in Rome, (accurs'd 
The mansion where !) 'twas at a feast, (O 'would 
Our viands had been poison'd ! or, at least, 
Those which I heav'd to head !) the good Posthumus 
(What should I say ? he was too good, to be 
Where ill men were ; and was the best of all 
Amongst the rar'st of good ones,) sitting sadly, 
Hearing us praise our loves of Italy 
For beauty that made barren the swell'd boast 
Of him that best could speak ; for feature, laming 
The shrine of Venus, or siraight-pight Minerva, 
Postures beyond brief nature ; for condition, 
A shop of all the qualities that man 
Loves woman for ; besides, that hook of wiving. 
Fairness which strikes the eye : 

Cym. I stand on fire • 

Come to the matter. 

(1) Sink into dejection. 
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Tach. All too :<oon I shall 

Unless thou would'st grieve quickly. — This Po»- 

tnumus 
(Most like a noble lord in lo\'e, and one 
That had a royal lover,) took his hint; 
And, not dispraising whom he praisM (therein ^ 
He was as calm as virtue,) he began 
His mistress' picture ; which by his tongue being 

made, 
And then a mind put inU, either our brags 
Were crack'd of kitchen trulls, or his description 
ProvM us unspcaking sots. 

Cym. Nay, nay, to the purpose. 

lach. Your daughter's chastity — there it begins. 
He spake of her as Dian had hot dreams, 
And she alone were cold : Whereat, I, wretch ! 
Made scruple of his praise ; and wagerM with him 
Pieces of gold, *g-ainst this which then he wore 
Upon his honour'd finger, to attain 
In suit the place of his bed, and win this ring 
By hers and mine adultery : he, true knight. 
No lesser of her honour confident 
Than I did truly find her, stakes this ring, 
And would so, had it been a carbuncle 
Of Phoebus* wheel ; and might so safely, had it 
Been all the worth of his car. Away to Britain 
Post I in this design : Well may you, sir, 
Remember me at court, where I was taught 
Of your chaste daughter the wide difference 
'Twixt amorous and villanuus. Being thus quench'd 
Of hope, not longing, mine Italian brain 
*Gan in your duller Britain operate 
Most vilely ; for my vantage, excellent ; 
And, to be brief, my practice so prevail'd, 
That I returned with simular proof enough 
To make the noble Leonatus mad. 
By wounding his belief in her renown 
With tokens thus, and thus ; averring notes 
Of rh!<inh*'r-l>ann:in2:. pictures, this her bracelet, 
(Of cunning, how 1 got it !) nay, some marks 
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Of secret on her person, that he cx>uld not 
But think her bond of chastity quite crack'd, 
I having ta'en the forfeit. Whereupon, — 

Methinks, I see him now, 

Post. Ay, so thou dost, 

[Cirniing forward. 
Italian fiend ! — Ah me, most credulous fool, 
E^r^'ous murdei-er, thief, any thing 
That's due to all the villains past, in being, 
To come ! — O, give me cord, or knife, or poison. 
Some upright juslicer ! Thou, king, send out 
For torturers ingenious : it is I 
That all the abhorred things o'the earth amend, 
By being worse than they. I am Posthumus, 
That kilrd thy daughter :— villain-like, I lie ; 
That caused a lessei* villain than myself, 
A sacrilegious thief, to do*t : — the temple 
Of virtue was she; yea, and she herself.' 
Spit, and throw stones, cast mire upon me, set 
The dogs o'the street to bay me : every villain 
Be caird, Posthumus Leonatus ; and 
Be villany less than 'twas! — O Imogen ! 
My queen, my life, my wife I O Imogen, 
Inx^en, Imogen ! 
Imo. Peace, my lord ; hear, hear, — 

Post. ShalPs have a play of this ? Thou scornful 
page. 
There lie thy part [Siriking her ; she falls. 

Pis. O, gentlemen, help, help 

Mine, and your mistress : — O, my lord Possthumw) ! 
You ne'er killM Imogen till now : — Help, help I — 
Mine hcxiourM lady f 

Cym. Does the world go round ^ 

Post. How come these siaggers on me.' 
Pis. Wake, my mistress ! 

Cym. If this be so, the gods do mean to strike me 
To aeath with mortal joy. 

(1) Not cmly the temple of virtue, but virtue her- 
felf. 
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Pis. How fares my mistress? 

Imo. O, get thee from my sight ; 
Thou gav*st me poison : dangeroui fellow, hence ! 
Breatl^ not where princes are. 

Cym. - The tune of Imogen ! 

Pis. Lady, 
The gods throw stones of sulphur on me, if 
That box I eave you was not thought by me 
A precious thing ; 1 had it from the queen. 

Cym. New matter still ? 

Imo. It poisonM me. 

Cor. O gods'— 

I left out one thing which the queen confessed. 
Which must approve thee honest : If Pisanio 
Have, said she, given his mistress that confection 
Which I eave him for a cordiul, she is servM 
As I would serve a rat. 

Cym. What's this, Cornelius.^ 

Cor. The queen, sir, very oft imp6rtunM me 
To temper^ pofsons for her ; still pretending 
The satisfaction of her knowledge, only 
In killing creatures vile, as cats and dc^ 
Of no esteem : I, dreading that her purpose 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certain stuflf, which, being ta*en, would cease 
The J) isent power of life ; but, in short time, 
All A es of nature should again 
Do their due functions. — Have you ta'en of it? 

Imo Most like I did, for I was dead. 

Bel My boys, 

Thei-e was our error. 

Gvi This is sure, Fidele. 

Imo. Why did you throw your wedded lady 
from you f 
Think, that you are upon a rock ; and now 
Throw me again. [Embracing him. 

Post. Hang there like fruit, my soul. 

Till the tree die ! 

(1) Mix, compound. 
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Cym. How now, rny flessh, my child ? 

What, mak'st Ihou me a dullard in this act ? 
Wilt thou not speak to me f 

Imo. Your blessing, sir. 

J Kneeling. 

Bel Though you did love this youth, I blame ye 
not; 
You had a motive for*t. [To Gui. and Arv. 

Cym. My tears that fall, 

Prove holy water on thee ! Imogen, 
Thv mother's dead. 

Jtno. I am soriy for't, nrn* lord. 

Cym. O, she was naught ; and 'long of her it was, 
That we meet here so strangely : But her son 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 

Pi*. My lord. 

Now fear is from me. Til speak troth. Lord Clolen, 
Upon my lady's missing, came to me 
W ith his sword drawn ; foam'd at the mouth, and 

swore, 
If I discover'd not which way she was gone. 
It was mv instant death : By accident, 
I had a feigned letter of my master's 
Then in my pocket ; which directed him 
To seek her on tl)e mountains near toMilford; 
Where, in a frenzy, in my master's garments. 
Which he inforc'd from me, away he posts 
With unchaste purpose, and with oath to violate 
Mv lady's honour : what became of him, 
I lurther know noL 

Gui. Let me end the stoij : 

I slew him there. 

Cym. Marry, the gods forfend !• 

I would not thy good deeds should from my lips 
Pluck a hard sentence : pr'ythee, valiant youth, 
Deny't again. 

Gui. I have spoke it, and I did it. 

Cym. He was a prince. 

(1) Forbid. 
VOL. VII. U 
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Gm, A most uncivil one : The wrongs he did me 
Were nothing prince-like ; for he did provoke me 
With language that would make me spurn the sea. 
If it could i-oar so to me: I cut ofl's head ; 
And am right glad, he is not standing here 
To tell this tale of mine. 

Cym. I am sorry for thee : 

By thine own tongue thou art condemned, and must 
Endure our law ; Thou art dead. 

Imo. That headless man 

I thought had been my loi-d. 

Cym. Bind the offender, 

And take him from our presence. 

Bel Stay, sir king: 

This man is better than the man he slew, 
As well descended as thyself; and hath 
More of thee merited, than a band of Clotens 
Had ever scar for. — Let his arms alone ; 

[To the Guard. 
They were not bom for bondage. 

Cym. Why, old soldier. 

Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for. 
By tasting of our wrath ? How of descent 
As good as we f 

Arv. In that he spake too far. 

Cym. And thou shalt die forU. 

Bel. We will die all three: 

But I will prove, that two of us are as good 
As I have given out him. — My sons, I must. 
For mine own part, unfold a dangerous speech. 
Though, haply, well for you. 

Arv. Your danger is 

Ours. 

Gui, And our good his. 

Bd. Have at it then. — 

By leave ;— Thou hadst, great king, a subject, who 
Was caird Belarius. 

Cym. What of him ? be is 

A banishM traitor. 

BeL He it is, that hath 
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AssurnM this age: indeed, a banisihM man; 
I know not how, a traitor. 

Cym. Take him hence ; 

The whole world shall not save him. 

BeL Not too hot: 

First pay me for the nursing of thy sons ; 
And let it be confiscate all, so soon 
As r have receivM it 

Cym. Nursing of my sons ? 

BeL I am too blunt, and saucy : Here's my knee ; 
Ere I arise, I will prefer my sons ; 
Then, spare not the old father. Mighty sir, 
These two young gentlemen, that call me father. 
And think they are my sons, are none of mine ; 
They are the issue of your loins, my liege. 
And blood of your begetting. . 

Cym. How ! my issue ? 

BeL So sure as you your father's. I, old Morgan, 
Am that Belarius whom you sometime banished : 
Your pleasure was my nrjere oflence,my punishment 
Itself, and all my treason ; that I sufter'd. 
Was all the harm I did. These gentle princes 
(For such, and so they are,) these twenty ye^rs 
Have I trainM up: those arts they have, as I 
Could put into them ; my breeding was, sir, as 
Your highness knows. Their nurse, Euriphile, 
Whom for the theft I wedded, stole these children 
Upon my banishment: I mov'd herto'ti 
Having receivM the punishment before. 
For that which I did then : Beaten for loyalty 
Excited me to treason : Their dear loss. 
The more of you 'twas felt, the more it shap'd 
Unto my end of stealing them. But, gracious sir, 
Here are your sons again ; and I must lose 
Two of the sweet'st companions in the world : — 
The benediction of these covering heavens 
Fall on their heads like dew ! for they are worthy 
To inlay heaven with stars. 

Cym. Thou weep'st, and speak'st 

The service that you three have done, is more 
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Unlike >han this thou telPst : I lost my children ; 
If these be they, I know not how to wish 
A pair of worthier sons. 

Bd. Be pleasM a while. — 

This gentleman, whom I call Polydore, 
Most worthy prince, as yours, is true Guiderius; 
This gentleman, my Cadwal, Arviragus, 
Your younger princely son ; he, sir, was lapp'd 
In a most curious mantle, wrought by the hand 
Of his queen mother, which, for more probation, 
I can with ease produce. 

Cym. Guiderius had 

Upon his neck a mole, a sanguine star ; 
It was a mark of wonder. 

Bel. This is he ; 

Who hath upon him still that natural stamp : 
It was wise nature's end in the donation, 
To be his evidence now. 

Cym. O, what am I 

A mother to the birth of three ? Ne'er mother 
Rejoic'd deliverance more : — BlessM may you be, 
That, after this strange startmg from your orbs, 
You may reign in them now ! — O Imogen, 
Thou hast lost by this a kingdom. 

Into. No, my lord ; 

I have got two worlds by't. — O my gentle brother. 
Have we thus met ? O never say hereafter. 
But I am truest speaker : you calPd me brother, 
W'hen I was but your sister ; I you brothetrs, 
"When you were so indeed. 

Cym. Did you e'er meet } 

Arv. Ay, my good lord. 

Gui. And at first meeting lov'd ; 

Continued so, until we thought he died. 

Cor. By the queen's dram she swallow'd. 

Cym. O rare instinct ! 

When shall I hear all through.^ This fierce' abridg- 
ment 

(1) Vehement, rapid. 
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Hath to it circumstantial branches, which 
Distinction should be rich in.' — Where ? how liv'd 

you? 
And when came you to serve our Roman captive? 
How parted with your brothers? how first met 

them? 
Why fled you from the court? and whither ? These, 
And your three motives to the battle, with 
I know not how much more, should be demanded ; 
And all the other by-dependencies, 
From chance to chance ; but nor the time, nor place. 
Will serve our long intergatories. See, 
Posthumus anchors upon Imogen ; 
And she, like harmless lightning, throws her eye 
On him, her brothers, me, her master ; hitting 
Each object with a joy ; the counterchange 
Is severally in all. Let's quit this ground, 
And smoke the temple with our sacrifices. — 
Thou art my brother ; So weMl hold thee ever. 

[7b Belarius. 

fmo. You are my father too ; and did relieve me, 
To see this gracious season. 

Cym. All o'erjov'd. 

Save these in bonds ; let them be joyful too, 
For they shall taste our comfort. 

Imo. My good master, 

I will yet do you service. 

Luc. Happy be you ! 

Cym. The forlorn soldier that so nobly fought, 
FT e would have well becom'd this place, and grac*d 
The thankings of a king. 

Post I am, sir. 

The soldier that did company these three 
In poor beseeming ; 'twas a fitment for 
The purpose I then followed ; — That I was he, 
Speak, lachimo ; I had you down, and might 
Have made you finish. 

(1) t. e. Which ought to be rendered distinct by 
an ample narrative. 
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lack. I am dowu again : 

[Kneeling. 
But now my heavy conscience sinks my knee, 
As then rour foit e did. Take that life, *be.seech you. 
Which I so often owe : but, your ring first ; 
And here the bracelet of the truest princess, 
That ever swore her faith. 

Post. Kneel not to me : 

The power that I have on you, is to spare you ; 
The malice towards you, to forgive you : Live, 
And deal with others better. 

Cym. Nobly doomM : 

WeMl learn our f eeness of a son-in-law ; 
Pardon's the word to all. 

Arv. You holp us, sir. 

As you did mean indeed to be our brother : 
Joy'd are we, that you are. 

Post. Your servant, princes. — Good my lord of 
Rome, 
Call forth your soothsayer : As I slept, roethought. 
Great Jupiter, upon his eagle back, 
AppearM to m<', with other spritely shows' 
Of mine own kindred : when I wak'd, 1 found 
This label on my bosom ; whose containing 
Is 80 from sense in hardness, that I can 
Make no collection of it ; let him show 
His skill in the construction. 

Luc. Pbilarmonus, 

Sooth. Here, mv good lord. 
Luc. Kead, and declare the meaning. 

Sooth. [Reads.] When as a lion's whelp sheUl^ to 
himself unknown, toiihoui seeking, Jind, and be 
embraced by a piece of tender air : and when 
from, a sieUelv cedar shall be lopped branch^^ 
u.hichy being dead many years, shall ajler revive, 
be joinied to the old stock, and freshly grow / 
then shall Posthumus end his miseries, Britain 
be fortunate, andJUmrish in peace and plenty. 

(1) Ghostly appearances. 
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Thou, Leonatus, art the lion^s whelp ; 
The fit and apt construction of thy name. 
Being Leo-natus, doth import so much : 
The piece of tender air, tny virtuous daughter, 

[To Cyinbeline. 
Which we call mollis aer ; and mollis aer 
We term it mulier : which mutter I divine, 
Is this most constant wife ; who, even now. 
Answering the letter of the oracle. 
Unknown to you, unsought, were clipp'd abouti 
With this most tender air. 

Cym. This hath some seeming. 

Sooih. The lofty cedar, royal Cynibeline, 
Personates thee : and thy lopp'd branches point 
Thy two sons forth : who, by Belarius stolen. 
For many j^ears thought dead, are now reviv'd, 
To the maiestic cedar join*d ; whose issue 
Promises Britain peace aad plenty. 

Cym, Well, 

My peace we will b^n :• -And, Cains Lucius 
Although the victor, we submit to Caesar, 
And to the Romaa empire ; promising 
To pay our wonted tribute, \ 'om the which 
We were dissuaded by our w eked queen ; 
Whom heaveas, in justice (be h on her and hers,) 
Have laid most heavy band. 

Sooth. The fingers of the powers above do tune 
The harmony of this peace. The vision 
Which I made known to Lucius, ere the stroke 
Of this yet scarce-cold battle, at this instant 
Is full accomplished : For the Roman eagle, 
From south to west on wing soaring aloft. 
Lessened herself, and in the beams o*the sun 
So vanishM : which foreshowed our princely eagle, 
The imperial Caesar, should again unite 
His favour with the radiant Cymbeline, 
Which shines here in the west 

Cym. Laud we the gods; 

(1) Embraced. 
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And let our crooked smokes climb to then nostrils 
From our blessM altars ! Publish we this peace 
To all our subjects. Set we forward : Let 
A Roman and a British ensign wave 
Friendly together : So through Lud's town march : 
And in the temple of great Jupiter 
Our peace we'll ratify ; seal it with feasts. — 
Set on there : — Never was a war did cease, 
Ere bloody hands were washM, with such a peace. 

\Exeuni. 



Xhis play has many iust sentiments, some natural 
dialogues, and some pleasing scenes, but they are 
obtained at the expense of much incongruity. To 
remark the folly ot the fiction, the absurdity of the 
conduct, the confusion of the names and manners 
of diflerent times, and the impossibility of the events 
in anjr system of life, were to waste criticism upon 
unresisting imbecility, upon faults too evident for 
detection, and too gross for aggravation. 

JOHNSON. 
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SONG, 



8LNG BY GUIDERIUS AND ARVIRAGUS OVBR 
FIDELE, SUPPOSED TO BE DEAD. 

BV MR. WILLIAM COLLINS. 

2*0 fair Fidele's grassy tomh, 

Snfl maids anil village hinds shaft brtng 
Each opening sited j of earliest bloom. 

And rijie all the breathing spring. 

J\ro wailing ghost shall dare ajypear 
7h vex with shrieks hit quiet grove / 

Bui shepherd lads assemble liere^ 
And melting virgins own their love. 

JVb withered vyitch shall here be seen, 
JSTo goblins lead (heir nightly crew: 

The female fays shall luiunt the green. 
And dress thy grave vnth pearly dew. 

TTie red-breast oft at evening hours, 

Shall kindly lend his litfle aid, 
With hoary mots, and gathered f owners. 

To deck the ground where thou art laid. 

When holding wind^, and beating rain. 
In tempest shake the sylvan cell ; 

Or midst the chace on every plain. 

The tender ihovghi on thee shall dwell. 

Each lonely scene shall thee restore ; 

For thee the tear be duly shed : 
Beloved, till life coiild charm no more ; 

And mourn d iilljuty^s self be dead. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

aaturninus, son to the late emperor of Rome, and 

aflerwards declared emperor himself. 
Bassianus, brother to Satuminus; in love with 

LavirUa. 
Titus Andronicus, a noble Romnnj general against 

the Goths. 
Marcus Andronicus, tribune of the people ; and 

brother to Titus, 
Lucius, 
Quintus, 



CIUS, N 

intus, f , 

irtius,^*^'"'''- 
itius. y 



jyj . /■ awfw lO Titus Andronicus. 

Mutius, 

Youngs Lucius, a boy^ son to Lucitis. 

Publius, 5071 to Marcus the tribune, 

£milius, a noble Roman, 

Alarbus, \ 

Chiron, > sons to Tamora. 

Demetrius, ) 

Aai-on, a Moor, beloved by Tamora. 

A Captain, Tribune, Messenger, and CUmn, 

Romans. 
Goths, and Romans. 

Tamora, Queen of the Goths. 

Lavinia, daughter to Titus Andronicus. 

A J€urse, and a black Child. 

Ainsmen of Titus, Senators, Tribunes, Officers, 
Soldiers, and Attendants. 

Scene, Rome ; and the country near it. 
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SCEJ^E /.—Rome. Before the Capitol. The 
tomb of the Andronici appearing; the Trilmrus 
and Senators aloft^ as in the senate. Enter^ be- 
low^ Satuminus and his Follmi^rs^ on one side ; 
and Bassianus and his Followers, on the other 
vtiih drum and colours 

Saiurninits. 

iN OBLE patrif ians, patrorw of my riglit, 
Defend the justice of my cause with arms ; 
And, countrymen, my lovinij; followers, 
Plead my successive titlei with your swords : 
I am his first-Ix)rn son, that was the last 
That ware the imperial diadem of Rome ; 
Then let my father's honours live in me. 
Nor wrong mine ag-e with this indi^ity. 

£as. Romans, — friends, followers, favourers of 
my right, — 
If ever Bassianus, Ccssar's son, 
Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome, 
Keep then tliis })a«»age to the Capitol ; 
And sufier not dishonour to approach 
The imperial seat, (o virtue consecrate, 
To justice, continence, and nobility 
But let desert in pure election shine , 
And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice. 

(1) t. e. My title to the succession. 
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Enter Marcus Andronicus aloftf toith the crown. 

Mar. Princes that stnve by factiiMis, and by 
friends, 
Ambitiously for rule and empery, — 
Know, that the people of Rome, for whom we stand 
A special party, have, by their common voice, 
•In election for the Roman emperj'. 
Chosen Andronicus, sumamed Pius, 
Fc r many good and great deserts to Rome ; 
A nobler man, a braver warrior. 
Lives not this day within the city walls : 
He b}' the senate is accited' home, 
From weary wars against the barbarous Goths; 
That, with his sons, a terror to our foe*:, 
Hath yokM a nation strong, trained up in arms. 
Ten years are spent, since first he undertook 
This cause of Rome, and chastised with arms 
Our enemies' pride : Five times he hath returned 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant sons 
In coffins from the field ; 
And now at last, laden with honoiir^s spoils, 
Returns the good Andronicus to Rome, 
Renowned Titus, flourishing in arms. 
Let us entreat, — By honour of his naipe, 
Whom, worthily, you would have now succeed, 
And in the Capitol and senate's right. 
Whom you pretend to honour and adore, — 
That you withdraw you, and abate your strength ; 
Dismiss your followers, and, as suitors should, 
Plead your deserts in peace and humbleness. 

iSat. How fair the tribune speaks to calm my 
thoughts ! 

jBa5. Marcus Andrwiicus, so I do offy 
In thy uprightness and integrity, 
And so 1 love and honour thee and thine, 
Thy nobler brother Titus, and his sons, 
And her to whom my thoughts are humbled all, 

(1) Summoned. 
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Gracious Lavinia, Rome's rich ornament. 
That 1 will here dismiss my loving friends ; 
And to my fortunes, and the people's favour, 
Commit my cause in balance to be weigh'd. 

[Exeunt the Followers af Bassianus. 
Sat. Friends, that have been thus forward in my 
right, 
I thank you all, and here dismiss you all ; 
And to the love and favour of my country 
Commit myself, my person, and the cause. 

[Exeimt the Followers of Satuminus. 
Rome, be as just and gracious unto me, 
As I am confident and kind to thee. — 
Open the gates, and let me in. 

Bas. Tribunes ! and me, a poor competitor. 
[Sat and Bas. go into the Capitol^ and exeunt 
with Senators^ Marcus, Sfc. 

SCK/fE II.— The same. Enter a Captain, and 
others. 
Cap. Romans, make way ; The good Andronicus, 
Patron of virtue, Rome's best champion, 
Successful in the battles that he fights, 
Wiih honour and with fortune is retum'd. 
From where he circumscribed with his sword, 
And brought to yoke, the enemies of Rome. 

Flourish of trumpets, SfC. Enter Mutius and 
Martius : after them, two men hearing a coffin^ 
covered with black ; then Quintus and Lucius. 
^fter them, Titus Andronicus; and then Ta- 
mora, with Alarbus, Chiron, Demetrius, Aaron, 
and other Goths, prisoners; Soldiers and People, 
following. The bearers set down the coffin, and 
Titus speaks. 

Tit, Hail, Rome, victorious in thy moarning 
weeds .' 
Lo, as the bark that hath discharged her fraught,* 
Returns with precious lading to the bay, 

(1) Freight. 
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From whence at first she wei^'d her anchorage, 
Cometh Andronicus, bound with laurel bougphs, 
To re-salute his countiy with his tears ; 
Tears of true joy for his return to Rome. — 
Thou great defender of this Capitol,^ 
Stand gracious to the rites that we intend ! — 
Romans, of five and twenty valiant sons, 
Half of the number that king Priam had, 
Behold the poor remains, alive, and dead ! 
These, that survive, let Rome reward with love ; 
These, that I bring unto their latest home, 
With burial amongst their ancestors : 
Here Goths have given me leave to sheathe my 

sword. 
Titus, unkind, and careless of thine own. 
Why suflfer^st thou thy sons, unburied yet. 
To hover on the dreadful shore of Styx ? — 
Make way to lay them by their brethren. 

[The tomb is opened. 
There greet in silence, as the dead are wont, 
And sleep in peace, slain in your country's wars ! 
O sacred receptacle of my jovs, 
Sweet cell of virtue and nobility, 
How many sons of mine hast thou in store. 
That thou wilt never render to me more ? 

Luc. Give us the proudest prisoner of the Goths, 
That we may hew his limbs, and, on a pile, 
Ad manes jratum sacrifice his flesh. 
Before this earthly prison of their bones ; 
That so the shadows be not unappeasM, 
Nor we disturbed with prodigies on earth.2 

Tit. I give him you ; the noblest that survives, 
The eldest son of Uiis distressed queen. 

2^am. Stay, Roman brethren; — Gracious con- 
queror, 
Victorious Titus, ru^ the tears I shed, 

(1) Jupiter, to whom the Capitol was sacred. 

(2) It was supposed that the ghosts of unburie<l 
people appearea to solicit the rites of funeral. 
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A mother's tears in passion^ for her son : 
And, if thy sons wei-e ever dear to thee, 
O, think my son to be as dear to me. 
Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome 
To beautify thy triumphs, and return, 
Captive to thee, and to thy Roman yoke ; 
But must my sons be slao<^hterM in the streets, 
For valiant doings in their country *8 cause ? 
O ! if to tight for king and common weal 
Were piety in thine, it is in these. 
Andronicus, stain not thy tomb with blood : 
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods.^ 
Draw near them then in being merciful : 
Sweet mercy is nobility's true badge ; 
Thrice-noble Titus, spare my first-bom son. 

Til. Patient yourself, madam, and oardoii me. 
These are their brethren, whom you Gotbs beheld 
Alive, and dead ; and for their brethren slain, 
Relio^iously they ask a sacrifice : 
To this your son is mark'd ; and die be must, 
To appease their groaning shadows that are ^one, 

Luc. Away with him ! and make a fire straight ; 
And with our swords, upon a pile of wood. 
Let's hew his limbs, till they be clean consumed. 

[Exeitnt Lucius, Quintus, Martins, and Mutius, 
with Alarbus. 

Tarn. O cruel, irreligious piety ! 

Chi. Was ever Scythia half so barbarons f 

Dem. Oppose not Scythia to ambitious Rome. 
Alarbus goes to rest ; and we survive 
To tremble under Titus' threatening look. 
Then, madam, stand resolv'd ; but hope withal. 
The self-same gods, that arm*d the queen of Troy 
With opportunity of sharp revenge 
Upon the Thracian tyrant in his tent. 
May favour Taraora, the queen of Goths 
( When Goths were Goths, and Tamora was queen,) 
To quit the bloody wrongs upon her foes. 
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Re-enter Lucius, Quintus, Martius, and MuUus, 
wilh their swords bloody. 

Laic. See, lord and father, bow we have perfonnM 
Our Roman rites : Aiarbus* limbs arc lopped. 
And entrails feed the sacrificing fire, 
Whose smoke, like incense, doth perfume the skjr. 
Remaineth nought, but to inter our brethren. 
And with loud Marums welcome them to Romo. 

Tit. Let it be so, and let Andronicus 
Make this his latest fiu«well to their souls. 

{Trunq>€ts sounded^ and the coffin* laid in 
the tomb. 
In peace and honour rest you here, my soot ; 
Rome's readiest champions, repose you here. 
Secure from worldly chances and mishaps .' 
Here lurks no treason, here no envy swells. 
Here ^row no damned grudges ; here, are no stomas, 
No noise, but silence and eternal sleep : 

Enter Lavinia. 

In peace and honour rest you here, my sons ! 

Lav. In peace and honour live lord Titus long; 
My noble lord and father, live in fame ! 
Lo ! at this tomb my tributary tears 
I render, for my brethren's obsequies; 
And at thr feet I kneel with tears of joy 
Shed on the earth, for thy return to Rome : 
O, bless me here with thv victorious hand. 
Whose fortunes Rome's best citizens applaud. 

Tit. Kind Rome, that hast thus lovingly reserved 
The cordial c^ mine age to glad my heart ! 
Lavinia, live ; outlive thy famer's aays. 
And iame's eternal date, for virtue's praise .'^ 

Enter Marcus Andronicus, Satuminus, Batsiamis, 
and others. 

Mar. Long live lord Titus, my beloved brother, 

(1) He wishes that her life may be longer than 
his, and her praise longer than fame. 
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Gracious triumphcr in the e^es of Rome ! 

Tit. Thanks, ^ntle tnbune, noble brother 
Marcuti. 

Jtfar. And welcome, nephews, from successful 
wars, 
You that survive, and yo'i that sleep in fame. 
Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in all, 
That in your country's service drew your swords • 
But safer triumph is this funeral pomp, 
That hath aspird to Solon^s happiness,^ 
And triumphs over chance, in hcmour^s bed. — 
Titus Andronicus, the people of Rome, 
Whose friend in justice thou hast ever been, 
Send thee by me, their tribune, and their trust, 
This palliament^ of white and spotless hue ; 
And name thee in election for the empire. 
With these our late-deceased emperor's sons: 
Be candidaius then, and put it on, 
And help to set a head on headless Rome. 

Tit. A better head her glorious body fits, 
Than his, that shakes for age and feebleness : 
What ! should I don' this robe, and trouble you ? 
Be chosen with proclamations to-day ; 
To-morrow, yield up rule, resign my life, 
And set abroad new business for you all > 
Rome, I have been thy soldier forty years, 
And buried one and twenty valiant sons, 
Knighted in field, slain manfully in arms, 
In right and service of their noble country : 
Give me a staff of honour for mine are, 
But not a sceptre to control the world: 
Upright he held it, lords, that held it last. 

Mar. Titus, thou shalt obtain and ask the etnperr. 

Sat. Proud and ambitious tribune, canst thou tell f 

Tit. Patience, prince Saturnine. 

Sat. Romans, do me rights— 

(1) The maxim alluded to is, that no man caw 
be pronounced happy before his death. 

(2) A robe. (3> t. e. Ito on, put it on. 
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Patridami, draw your swords, and sheath them no* 
Till Saturoinus be Rome's emperor : — 
Andronicus, would thou wert shipp'd to hell, 
Rather than rob me of the people's hearts. 

Luc. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That noble-minded Titus means to thee .' 

Tit. Content thee, prince ; I will restore to thee 
The people's hearts, and wean them from them- 
selves. 

Bos. Andronicus, I do not flatter thee, 
But honour thee, and will do till I die ; 
My faction if thou streng;then with thy friends, 
I will most thankful be : and thanks, to men 
Of noble minds, is honourable meed. 

Tit. People of Rome, and people's tribunes here, 
I ask your voices, and your suffrages ; 
Will you bestow them friendly on Andronicus ? 

2'rt6. To gratify the good Andronicus, 
And gratulate his safe return to Rome, 
The people will accept whom he admits. 

Tit. Tribunes, I thank you : and this suit I make. 
That you create your emperor's eldest son. 
Lord Saturnine ; whose virtues will, I hope, 
Reflect on Rome, as Titan's^ rays on earth, 
Andj-ipen justice in this common-weal : 
The^^f you will elect by my advice. 
Crown him, and say, — Long live our emperor! 

Mar. With voices and applause of every sort, 
Patricians, and plebeians, we create 
Lord Satuminus, Rome's great emperor ; 
And say, — Long live our emperor Saturnine ! 

[AlongJlourvJi. 

Sat. Titus Andronicus, for thy favours done 
To us in our election this day, 
I give thee thanks in part of thy deserts, 
And will with deeds requite thy gentlenesa : 
And, for an onset, Titus, to advance 
Thy name, and honourable family, 

(1) The sun's. 
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Lavinia will I make my emperess, 

Rome^s royal mistress, mistress of my heart, 

And in the sacred Pantheon her espou9e : 

Tell me, Andronicus, doth this motion please thee? 

Tit It doth, my worthy lord ; and, in this match, 
I hold me highly honoured of your grace : 
And here, in sight of Rome, to Saturnine,— 
King and commander of our common-weal. 
The wide world's emperor, — do 1 consecrate 
My sword, my chariot, and my prisoners ; 
Presents well worthy Rome's imperial lord : 
Receive them then, the tribute that 1 owe. 
Mine honour's ensis:ns humbled at thv (cet. 

Sat. Thanks, noble Titus, father oif my life I 
How proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts, 
Rome shall record ; and, when I do forget 
The least of these unspeakable deserts, 
Romans, forget your fealty to me. 

2V<. Now, madam, are you prisoner to an em- 
peror; [To Taniora. 
To him that, for your honour and your state, 
Will use you nobly, and your followers. 

Sat. A goodly lady, trust me; of the hue 
That I would choose, were I to choose anew. — 
Clear up, fair queen, that cloudy countenance ; 
Though chance of war hath wrought this change 

of cheer, 
Thou com'st not to be made a scorn in Rome : 
Princely shall be thy usage every way. 
Rest OQ my word, and let not discontent 
Daunt all your hopes ; Madam, he comforts you, 
Can make yoa greater than the queen of Goths.- 
Lavinia, you are not displeasM with this ? 

Lav. Not I, my lord ; sith^ true nobility 
Warrants these words iu princely courtesr. 

Sat. Thanks, sweet Lavmia. — Romans, let us go : 
Ransomless here we set our prisoners free : 
Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and drum. 

(1) Since. 
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Bos. Lord Titus, by your leave, this maid w mine. 

[Seizing^ Lavinia. 

Tit. How, wr? Are you in earnest then, my 

lord? 
Bos. Ay, noble Titus ; and resolv'd withal, 
To do myself this reason and this ri^ht. 

[7%« emperor courts Tamora in dumb ahow. 
Mar. Swum cuique is our Roman justice : 
This prince in justice seizeth but his own. 
Luc. And that he will, and shall, if Lucius live. 
Tit. Traitors, avaunt ! Where is the emperor's 
guard ? 
Treason, my lord ; Lavinia is surprised. 
Sat. Surprised ! By whom ? 
Bas. By him that justly may 

Bear his betroth'd from all the world away. 

[Exeunt Marcus and Bassianus, vjith Lavinia. 
Muf. Brothers, help to convey her hence away, 
And with mv sword 1*11 keep this door safe. 

[kreunt Lucius, Quintns, and Martius. 
2'i7. Follow, my lord, and Pll soon bring her back. 
Mut. My lord, you pass not here. 
Tit. What, villain boy ! 

Barr'st me my way in Rome .' 

[Titus kills Mutius. 
Mut Help, Lucius, help. 

Re-enter Lucius. 

Luc. My lord, you are unjust : and, more than so. 
In wronojful quarrel yoa have slain your son. 

Tit. Nor thou, nor he, are any sons of mine : 
My sons would never so dishonour me : 
Traitor, restore Lavinia to the emperor. 

Luc. Dead, if you will ; but not to be his wife. 
That is another's lawful promis'd love. [Exit 

Sat. No, Titos, no ; the emperor needs her not. 
Net her, nor thee, nor any of thy stock : 
I'H trust, by leisure, him that mocks me oiice ; 
Thee never, nor thy traitorous haughty sons, 
Confederates all thus to dishonour me. 
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Was there none else in Rome to make a stale' of, 
But Saturnine ? Full well, Andronicus, 
Agree these deeds with that proud brag of thine, 
That said'st, 1 beg-g'd Ihe empire at thy hands. 

Tit. O monstrous ! what reproachful words are 
these? 

S<it. But go thy ways ; go, give that changing 
piece 
To him that flourishM for her with his sworu : , 
A valiant son-in-law thou shalt enjoy ; 
One fit to bandy with thy lawless sons, 
To ruffle2 in the commonwealth of Rome. 

7'i7. These words are razors to my wounded heart. 

Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora, queen of 
Goths, — 
That, like the stately Phoebe *mongst her nymphs, 
Dost overshine the gallant'st dames of Rome, — 
If thou be pleasM with this my sudden choice. 
Behold, I choose thee, Tamora, for my bride, 
And will create thee emperess of Rome. 
Speak, queen of Goths, dost thou applaud my 

choice •* 
And here I swear by all the Roman god.^, — 
Sith priest and holy water are so near, 
And tapers burn so bright, and every thing 
In readiness for Hymeneus stand, — 
I will not re-salute the streets of Rome, 
Or climb my palace, tilt from forth tliis place 
I lead espous'd my bride along with me. 

Tarn. And here, in sight of heaven, to Rome I 
swear. 
If Saturnine advance the queen of Goths, 
She will a handmaid be to his desires, 
A loving nurse, a mother to h\> youth. 

Sat. Ascend, fair queen, Pantheon : — Lords, ac 
company 
Vour noble emperor, and his lovely bride, 

(1) A stalking-horse. 

(2) A ruffler was a bully. 
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Sent by the heavens for prince Saturnine, 
Whose wisdom hath her fortune conquered : 
There shall we c6nsumn)ate our spousal riles. 

[Exeunt Satuminus, and his followers ,* Ta- 
mora, and her Sons; Aaron and Goths. 
Tit. I am not bid^ to wait upon this bride ; — 
Titus, when wcrt thou wont to talk alone. 
Dishonoured thus, and challenged of wrongs ? 

lU'enter Marcus, Lucras, Quintus, and Martins. 

Jkfar. O, Titus, see, O, see, what thou hast done ! 
In a bad quarrel slain a virtuous son. 

2Ht. No, foolish tribune, no ; no son of mine, — 
Nor thou, nor these, confederates in the deed 
That hath dishonoured all our family ; 
Unworthy brother, and unworthy sons ! 

Luc. But let us give him burial, as becomes ; 
Give Mutius burial with our brethren. 

Tit, Traitors, away ! he rests not in this tomb. 
This monument five hundred years hath stood. 
Which I have sumptuously re-edified : 
Here none but soldiers, and Rc»ne*s servitors. 
Repose in fame ; none basely slain in brawls : — 
Bury him where you can, he comes not here. 

Jndr. My lord, this is impiety in you : 
My nephew Mutius* deeds do plead for him ; 
He must be buried with his brethren. 

Quin. Mart. And shall, or him we will acconi- 
pany. 

Tit. And shall ? What villain was it spoke that 
word? 

Quin. He that would vouch't in any place but here. 

Tit, What, would you buiy him in mv despite ? 

Mar. No, noble Titus; but entreat of thee 
To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. 

2 W. Marcus, even thou hast struck upon my crest. 
And, with these boys, mine honour thou ha^i 
wounded : 

(1) Invited. 
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My foes I do repute you every one ; 

So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 

Mart. He is not with himself; let us withdraw. 

Qain. Not I, till Mutius* bones be buried. 

[Marcus and the Sons of Titus kneel 

Mar, Brother, for in that name doth nature 
plead. 

Quin. Father, and in that name doth nature 
speak. 

Tit. Speak thou no more, if all the rest will speed. 

Mar. Renowned Titus, more than half my soul, — 

Luc. Dear father, soul and substance of ua all, — 

Mar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to inter 
His noble nephew here in virtue*s nest, 
That died in honour and Lavinia^s cause. 
Thon art a Roman, be not barbarous. 
The Greeks, upon advice, did bury Ajax 
That slew himself; and wise Laertes* son 
Did graciously plead for his funerals. 
I^et not young Mutius th^n, that was thy joy. 
Be barr*d his entrance here. 

Tit. Rise, Marcus, rise * 

The (lismairst day is this, that e*er I saw, 
To be dishonourM bv my sons in Rome ! — 
Well, bury him, and buiy me the next 

[Mutius is put into the ionA, 

Luc There lie thy bones, sweet Mutius, with thy 
friends. 
Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb ! — 

All. No man shed tears for noble Mutius ; 
He lives in fame that died in virtue*s cause. 

Mar. My lord, — to step out of these dreary 
dumps, — 
How comes it that the subtle queen of Goths 
Is of a sudden thus advanced in Rome ? 

Tit I know not, Marcus ; but, I know, it is; 
"Whether by device, or no, the heavens can tell : 
Is she not then beholden to the man 
That brought her for this high good turn so far? 
Yes, and will nobly him remunerate. 
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Floiirish. Re-enier^ at one side, Satuminns, o^ 
tended ; Tamora, Chiron, Demetrius, and Aaron : 
At the other y Bassianus, Lavinia, and others. 

Sat So, Bassianus, you have playM your prize ; 
God ^ve you joy, sir, of your g^allant bride. 

Bas. And you of yours, my lord : I say no more, 
Nor wish no fess ; and so I take my leave. 

Sat, Traitor, if Rome have law, or we have 
power. 
Thou and thy faction shall repent this rape. 

Bas. Rape, call you it, my lord, to seize my own, 
My true-betrothed love, and now my wifei* 
But let the laws of Rome detemriine all ; 
Mean while I am possessed of that is mine. 

Sat. *Tis good, sir : You are very short with us ; 
But, if we live, weMl be as sharp with you. 

Bas. My lord, what I have done, as best I may, 
Answer I must, and shall do with my life. 
Only thus much I give your grace to know. 
By all the duties that I owe to Rome, 
This noble gentleman, lord Titus here, 
Is in opinion, and in honour, wrong'd ; 
That, m the rescue of Lavinia, 
With his own hand did slay his roungest son. 
In zeal to you, and highly mov*d to wrath 
To be controIM in that he frankly save : 
Receive him then to favour, Saturnine ; 
That hath expressed himself, in all his deeds, 
A father, and a friend, to thee, and Rome. 

Tit. Prince Bassianus, leave to plead my deeds ; 
*Tis thou, and those, that have disnonour'u me : 
Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge. 
How I have lovM and honoured Saturnine ! 

Tarn. My worthy lord, if ever Tamora 
Were gracious in those princely eyes of thine, 
Then hear me speak indifierently for all ; 
And at my suit, sweet, pardon what is past 

Sat What! madam ! be dishonour'd openly, 
And basely put it up without revenge f 
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.Aside. 



Tarn Not so, my lord ; The gods of Roine for- 
fcnd,« 
. should be author to dishonour vou ! 
But, on mine hoiiour, dare I undertake 
For good lord Titus* innocence in all, 
Whose fury, not dissembled, speaks his f^iieft : 
Then, at my suit, look graciously on him ; 
Lose not so noble a fiiend on vain suppose. 
Nor with sour looks afflict his gentle heart — 
My lord, be rul'd by me, be won at last, -^ 
Dissemble all your griefs and discontents : 
You are but newly planted in your throne, 
Lest then the people, and patricians too, 
Upon a just survey, take Titus' part, 
And so supplant us for ingratitude, 
(Which Rome/eputes to be a heinous sin,) 
Yield at entreats, and then let me alone : 
V\\ find a day to massacre them all, 
And raze their faction, and their family, 
The cruel father, and his traitorous sons. 
To whom I sued fix- my dear son's life ; 
And make them know, what 'tis to let a 

queen 
Kneel in the streets, and beg for grace in 

vain. 

Come, come, sweet emperor,— come, Andronicus, — 
Take up Ais good old man, and cheer the heart 
That dies in tempest of thy angry frown. 

Sat. Rise, Titus, rise ; my empress hath prevail'd. 

Tit. I thank your majesty, and her, mjr lord : 
These words, these looks, infuse new life in me. 

Tmn. Titus, I am incorporate in Rome, 
A Roman now adopted happily. 
And must advise the emperor for his good. 
This day all quarrels die, Andronicus ;— 
And let it be mine honour, good my lord, 
That I have reconcil'd your friends and vou. — 
For you^ prince Bassianus, 1 have pass'd 

(1) Forbid. 
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My word and promise to the emperor, 
That vou will be more mild and tractable. — 
And fear not, lords, — and you, Lavinia ; — 
By my advice, all humbled on your knees, 
You shall ask pardon of his majesty. 

Xuc. We do ; and vow to heaven, and to his high- 
ness. 
That, what we did, was mildly, as we might, 
Tend*ring our nster^s honour, and our own. 

Mar. That on mine honour here 1 do protest. 

iSdt. Away, and talk not; trouble us no more. — 

Tarn, Nay, nay, sweet emperor, we must all bo 
friends: 
The tribune and his nephews kneel for grace ; 
I will not be denied. Sweet heart, look back. 

Sat Marcus, for thy sake, and thy brother^s here. 
And at my lovely Tamora's entreats, 
J do remit these young racn^s heinous &ult8. 
Stand up. 

Lavinia, though you left me like a churl, 
I found a friend ; and sure as death I swore, 
I would not part a bachelor from the priest 
C(Miie, if the emperor*s court can feast two brides. 
You are m v guest, Lavinia, and your friends : 
This day shall be a love-day, Tamora. 

Tit To-morrow, an it please your majesty. 
To hunt the panther and the hart with me. 
With horn and hound, we'll give your grace 6<m- 
JQur, 

Sat. Be it so, Titus, and gramercy too. [Exe, 



ACT II. 

SCEJ^E L— The same. Before the palace, En^ 
ier Aaron. 

Aar. Now climl)eth Tamora Olympus' top, 
Safe out of fortune's shot; and sits aloft, 
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Secure of thunder's crack, or lightning's flash ; 
Advanced above pale envy's threatening reach. 
As when the golden sun salutes the mom, 
And, having gift the ocean with hisi beams. 
Gallops the zodiac in his glistering ooacb, 
And overlooks the highest-peering hills; 

So Tamora. 

Upon her wit doth earthly honour wait. 
And virtue stoops and trembles at her frown. 
Then, Aaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts, 
To mount aloft with thy imperial mistress, 
And mount her pitch ; whom thou in triumph long 
Hast prisoner held, felter'd in amorous chains ; 
And faster bound to Aaron's charming eyes, 
Than is Prometheus tied to Caucasus. 
Away with slavish weeds, and idle thoughts ! 
I will be bright, and shine iiT pearl and gold, 
To wait upon this new-made emperess. 
To wait, said I ? to wanton with this queen. 
This goddess, this Semiramis ; — this queen. 
This syren, that will charm Rome's Saturnine, 
And see his shipwreck, and his common-weal's. 
Holla ! what storm is this f 

Enter Chiron, and Demetrius, braving. 
Dem. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit wants 

And manners, to intrude where T am grac'd ; 
And mav, for aught thou know'st, affected be. 
Chi. Demetrius, thou dost overween in all ; 
And so in this to bear me down with braves. 
'Tis not the difference of a year, or two. 
Makes me less gracious, thee more fortunate : 
I am as able, and as fit, as thou. 
To serve, and to deserve my /nistrcss' grace ;* 
And that my sword upon thee shall approve. 
And plead my pas-jions for Lavinia's love. 

(1) Favour. 
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Aar. Clubs, clubs !* these lovers will not keep 
the peace. 

Dem. Why, boy, although our mother, unadvised, 
Gave you a dancing-rapier^ by your side, 
Are you so desperate grown, to threat your friends? 
Go to; have your lath glued within }our sheath. 
Till you know better how to handle it. 

Chi. Mean while, sir, with the little skill f have. 
Full well shalt thou perceive how much I dare. 

Dtm. Ay, boy, grow ye so brave ,^ [^'y draw, 

Aar. Why, how now, lords ? 

So near the emperor's palace dare you draw, 
And maintain such a quarrel openly ? 
Full well I wot* the ground of all {^lis grudge ; 
I would not for a million of gold, 
The cause were known to them it most concerns : 
Nor would your noble mother, for much more, 
Be so dishonoured in the court of Rome. 
For shame, put up. 

Dem. Not I ; till I have sheath'd 

My rapier in his bosom, and, withal, 
Thrust these reproachful speeches do\vn his throat. 
That he hath breath'd in my dishonour here. 

Chi. For that I am prepared and full resolv'd, — 
Foul-spoken coward! that thunder'st with thy 

tongue. 
And with thy weapon nothing dar'st perform. 

Aar. Away, I say. — 
Now by the gods, that warlike Goths adore. 
This petty brabble will undo us all. — 
Why, lords, — and think you nut liow dangerous 
It is to Jut upon a prince's right ? 
What, IS Lavinia then become so loose. 
Or Bassianus so degenerate. 
That for her love such quarrels may be broach'd. 
Without controlment, justice, or revenge ? 

(1) This was the usual outciy for assistance, 
when any riot in the street happened. 

(2) A sword worn in dancmg. (3) Know. 
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Young lopdi*, beware I — an should theempress knew 
This discord's ground, the music would not please. 
Chi. I care not, I, knew she and all the world; 
I love Lavinia raore than all the world. 

Dem. Youngling, learn thou to make son e meaner 
choice : 
Lavinia is thine elder brother's hope. 

Aar. Why, are ye mad ? or know ye not, in Rome 
How furious and impatient they be, 
And cannot brook competitoi-s in love .'* 
I tell you, lords, you do but plot your deaths 
By this device. 

Chi. Aaron, a thousand deaths 

Would I propose, to achieve her whom 1 love. 

Aar. To achieve her ! — How ? 

Dem. Why mak'st thou it so strange? 

She is a woman, therefore may be woo'd ; 
She is a woman, therefore may be won ; 
She is Lavinia, therefore must be lovVl 
What, man .' more water glideth by the mill 
Than wots the miller of; and easy it is 
Of a cut loaf to steal a shive,* we knwv : 
Though Bassianus be the emperor's brother, 
Better than he have yet worn Vulcan's badge. 

Aar, Ay, and as good as Saturninus may. 

[Aside. 

Dem. Then why should he despair, that knowi 
to court it 
With words, fair looks, and liberality ? 
What, hast thou not full often struck a doe. 
And borne her cleanly by the keeper's nose ? 

Aar. Why then, it seems, some certain snatch 
or so 
Would serve your turns, 

Chi. Ay, so the turn were serv'd. 

Dem. Aaron, thou hast hit it. 

Aar. 'Would you had hit it too ; 

Then should not we be tir'd with this ado. 

. (1) Slice. 
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Why, hark ye, hark ye,— And are you such fools, 
To square' for this ? Would it offend you then 
That both should speed ? 

Chi. Pfaith, not me. 

Dem. Nor mc. 

So I were one. 

Aar. For shame, be friends ; and join for that 
you jar. 
'Tis policy and stratagem must do 
That you affect ; and so must you resolve ; 
That what you cannot, as you would, achieve. 
You must perforce accomplish as you may. 
Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chaste 
Than this Lavinia, Bassianus* love. 
A speedier course than lingering languishment 
Must we pui-sue, and I have found the path. 
My lords, a solemn hunting is in hand ; 
There will the lovely Roman ladies troop : 
The forest walks are wide and spacious ; 
And many unfrequented plots there are, 
Fitted by kinds for rape and villany : 
Single you thither then this dainty doc. 
And strike her home by force, if not by words : 
This way, or not at all, stand you in hope. 
Come, come, our empress, with her sacred^ wit, 
' o villany and vengeance consecrate. 
Will we acquaint with all that we intend ; 
And sl.»: shall file our engines with advice. 
That will not suffer you to souare yourselves. 
But to vour wishes* height advance you both. 
The einperor's court is like the house of fame. 
The pa ace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears : 
The woods are ruthless, dreadful, deaf, and dull ; 
There speak, and strike, brave boys, and take your 

turns : 
There serve your lust, shadow'd from heaven^s eye, 
And revel in Lavinia*8 treasury. 

(1) Quarrel. (2) By nature. 

(3) Sacred here signines accursed; a Latinisnk 
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Chi. Thy counsel, lad, smells of no cowardice. 

Dem. Sit Jos aut nejas, till I find the stream 
To cool this heat, a charm to calm these fits, 
Per S<yg-a, per manes vehor. [Exeunt 

SCEJ>rE II.— A forest near Rome. A lodge 
seen at a distance. Horns, and cry of hounds 
heard. Enter Titus Andrt,nicus, iciin hunters, 
Sfc. Marcus, Lucius, Quintus, and Martius. 

Tit. The hunt is up, the morn is bright and grey, 
The fields are fragrant, and the woods are green : 
Uncouple here, and let us make a bay. 
And wake the emperor and his lovely bride, 
And rouse the prince ; and ring a hunler*s peal, 
That all the court may echo with the noise. 
Sons, let it be your chaise, as it is ours, 
To tend the eniperor's person carefully : 
I have been troubled in my sleep this night. 
But dawning day new comfort bath inspired. . 

Horns wind a peal. Enter Saturninus, Tamora, 
Bassianus, Lavinia, Chiron, Demetrius, ajid At- 
tendants. 
Tit. Many good morrows to your majesty ; — 

Madam, to you as many and as good I — 

[ promised your grace a hunter's peal. 
Sat. And you have rung it lustily, my lords. 

Somewhat too early fi)r new-married ladies. 
Bos. Lavinia, how say you ? 
Lav. I say, no; 

I have been broad awake two hours and more. 
Sat. Come on then, horse and chariots let us hare, 

And to our sport :— Madam, now shallyc see 

Our Roman hunting. [To Tamora. 

Mar. • I have dogs, my lord. 

Will rouse the proudest panther in the chase. 

And climb the highest proraontoiy top. 

Tit. And I have horse will follow where the 
game 

Makes way, and rua like swallot^s 6*er the plain. 

VOL. VII. Y 
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Dem, Chiron, we hunt not, we, with horse nor 
hound. 
But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. [Exe. 

SCEJVE III —A desert part of the forest. En- 
ter Aaron, with a bag of gold. 

Aar. He, that had wit, would think that I had 

none. 
To buiy so much gold under a tree, 
And never after to inherit^ it. 
Let him, that thinks of me so abjectly, 
Know, that this gold must coin a stratagem ; 
"Which cunningly effected, will beget 
A very excellent piece of villany ; 
And 80 repose, sweet gold, for their unrest,^ 

[Hides the gold. 
That have their alms out of the empress' cheat 
Enter Tamora. 
Tarn. My lovely Aaron, wherefore look'st thou 

sad. 
When every thing doth make a gleeful boast ? 
The birds chauiit melody on every bush ; 
The snake lies rolled in the cheerful sun ; 
The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind, 
And make a chequerM shadow on the ground : 
Under their sweet shade, Aaron, let us sit. 
And — whilst the babbling echo mocks the hounds, 
Replying shrilly to the well-tun'd horns. 
As if a double hunt were heard at once, — 
I^t us sit down, and mark their yelling noise : 
And — after conflict, such as was supposed 
The wandering prince of Dido once enjoy'd. 
When with a happy storm thev were surpris'd, 
And curtainM with a counsel-keeping cave, — 
We may, each wreathed in the olner's arms. 
Our pastimes done, possess a golden slumber ; 
Whiles hounds, ana horns, and sweet melodiouf 

birds, 

(1) Possess. (2) Disquiet 



d by Google 



Scene III. TITUS ANDRONICUS. 



339 



Be unto us, as is a nurse*s soiig 

Of lullaby, to bring her babe asleep. 

Aar. Madam, though Venus govern your desiresi 
Saturn is dominator over mine : 
What signifies my deadly -standing eye. 
My silence, and my cloudy melancholy? 
My fleece of woolly hair that now uncurls, 
Even as an adder, when she doth unroU 
To do some fatal execution ? 
No, madam, these are no venereal signs ; 
Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand. 
Blood and revenge are hammering in my head. 
Hark, Tamora,— the empress of my soul, 
Which never hopes more heaven than rests io 

thee, — 
This is the day of doom for Bassianus ; 
His Philomel' must lose her tongue to-day : 
Thy sons make pillage of her chastity, 
And wash their hands in Bassianus' blood. 
Se<'5-t ihou this letter ? take it up, I pray thee, 
And give the king this fatal-plotted scroll : — 
Now question me no more, we are espied ; 
Here comes a parcel^ of our hopeful booty. 
Which dreads not yet their lives' destruction. 

7^am. Ah, my sweet Moor, sweeter to me than 
life ! 

Jiar. No more, great empress, Bassianus comes ; 
Be cross with him ; and Til go fetch thy sons 
To back thy quarrels, whatsoe'er they be. [Exit 

Enter Bassianus and Lavinia. 

Bas. Who have we here."* Rome's royal emperes^ 
Unfurnish'd of her well- beseeming troop.** 
Or is it Dian, habited like her ; 
Who hath abandoned her holy groves, 
To see the general hunting in this forest f 

Tarn. Saucy controller of our private steps ! 

(1) See Ovid's Metamorphoses, Book VI. 

(2) Part 
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Had I the power, that, some say, Dian had, 
Thy temples should be planted presently 
With horns, as wus Actscon^s : and the hounds 
Should drive upon thy new transformed limbs, 
Unmannerly intruder as thou art ! 

Lmv. Under your patience, gentle emperess, 
'Tis thought you have a goodly gift in homing; 
And to be doubted, that your Moor and you 
Are singled forth to trj' experiments : 
Jove shield your husband trom his hounds to-day 
'Tis pity, they t>hould take him for a stao;. 

Bas. Believe in**, queen, your swarth Cimmerian 
Doth make your honour of his body's hue, 
Spotted, detested, and abcnninable. 
Why are you sequester'd from all yQur train? 
Dismounted from your snow-white goodly steed, 
And wanderM hither to an obscure plot, 
Accompanied Avith a barbarous Moor, 
If foul desire had not conducted you ? 

Lav. And, being intercepted in your sport, 
Great reason that my noble lord be rated 
For saucincss. — I pray you, let us hence, 
And let her Moy her raven-colourM love ; 
This valley fits the purpose passing well. 

Bas. 1 he king, my brother, shall have note of 
this. 

Lav. Ayy for these slips have made him noted 
long: 
Good king ! to be so mightily abus*d ! 

Tarn. Why have I patience to endure all this ? 

Enter Chiron and Demetrius. 

Dem. How now, dear sovereign, and our gracioui 
mother. 
Why doth your highness look so pale and wan f 

Tarn. Have I not reason, think you, to look pale? 
These two have *tic*d me hither to this place, 
A barren detested vale, you see, it is : 
The trees, though summer, yet forlorn and lean, 
Overcome with moss, and baleful misletoer 
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Here never shines the sun ; here nothing breeds, 

Unless the nightly owl, or fatal raven. 

And, when tbej showM tne tliis abhorred pit. 

They told me, here, at dead time of the night, 

A thousand fiends, a thousand hissing snakes, 

Ten thousand swelling toads, as many urchins,! 

Would make such fearful and confused cries, 

As any mortal body, hearing it. 

Should straight fail mad, or else die suddenly. 

No sooner had they told this hellish tale. 

But straight they told me, they would bind me here 

Unto the body of a dismal yew ; 

And leave me to this miserable death. 

And then they call'd me, foul adulteress. 

Lascivious Goth, and all the bitterest terms 

That ever ear did hear to such effect 

And, had you not by wondrous fortune come. 

This vengeance on me had they executed : 

Revenge it, as you love your mother's life, 

Or be ye not henceforth calPd my children, 

Dem. This is a witness that 1 am thy son, 

[Stabs Bassianus. 

Chi, And this for me, struck home to show my 
strength. [Siabbifig him liketoise. 

Lav. Ay, come, Serainunis, — nay, barbarous Ta- 
mora ! 
For no name fits thy nature but thy own ! 

7^am. Give me thy poniard ; you shall know, my 
boys. 
Your mother's hand shall right your mother's wrong. 

Dem. Stay, madam, here is more belongs to her; 
First, thrash the com, then aAer burn the straMl : 
This minion stood upon her chastity. 
Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty. 
And with that painted hope braves your mightinest : 
And shall she carry this unto her grave ? 

Chi. An if she do, I would I were an eunuch. 
Drag hence her husband to some secret hole, 

• (1) Hedgehogs. 
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And make his dead trunk pillow to our lust. 

Tam. But when you have the honey you desire, 
Let not this Avasp outlive, us both to sting. 

Chi. I warrant you, madam ; we will make that 
sure. — 
Come, mistress, now perforce we will enjoy 
That nice-preserved honesty of yours. 

Imv. O Tamora ! thou bear'st a woman^s face, — 

Tam. I will not hear her speak ; awaj with her. 

Imv. Sweet lords, entreat her hear me but a word. 

Dem. Listen, fair madam : Let it be your glory 
To see her tears : but be your heart to them. 
As unrelenting flint to drops of rain. 

Lav. When did the tiger's young ones teach the 
dam." 
O, do not learn her wrath ; she taught it thee : 
The milk, thou suck'dst from her, did turn to 

marble ; 
Even at thy teat thou hadst thy tyranny. — 
Yet every mother breeds not sons alike ; 
Do thou entreat her show a woman's pity. 

[To Chiron. 

Chi. What ! would*st thou have me prove myself 
a bastard.' 

Lax). 'Tis true ; the raven doth not hatch a lark : 
Vet I have heard, (O could I find it now !) 
The lion mov'd with pity, did endure 
To have his princely paws par'd all away. 
Some sa^ that ravens foster forlorn childre^n, 
The whilst their own birds famish in their nests: 
O, be to me, though thy hard heart say no, 
Nothing so kind, but something pitiful ! 

Tam. I know not what it means ; away with her. 

Lav. O, let me teach thee : for my father's sake 
That gave thee life, when well he might have slai* 

thee, 
Be not obdurate, o|)en thy deaf ears. 

T'am. Had thou in person ne'er odended me, 
Even for his sake am I pitiless : — 
Remember, boys, I pour'd forth tears in vain. 
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To save your brother from the sacrifice ; 
But fierce Androiiicus would nol relent. 
Therefore away with her, and use her as you will ; 
The worse to her, the better lovM of me. 

Lav. O Tamora, be calPd a gentle queen, 
And with thine own hands kill me in this place : 
For 'tis not life, that 1 have bege;'d so long; 
Poor I was slain, when Bassianus died. 

Tarn. What begg'st thou then.'' fond woman, 
let me go. 

Lav 'Tis present death I beg- ; and one thing 
more. 
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell : 
O, keep me from their worse than killing lust, 
And tumble me into some loathsome pit ; 
Where never man^s eye may behold my body : 
Do this, and be a charitable murderer. 

Tain. So should 1 rob my sweet sons of their fee : 
No, let them satisfy thefr lust on thee. 

Dem. Away, for thou hast staid us here too lon«!^. 

Lav. No grace.'* no womanhood.'' Ah, beastly 
creature ! 
The blot and enemy to our general name I 
Confusion fall 

Chi. Nay, then I'll stop your mouth : — Bring 
thou her husband ; [Dragging off' Lav. 
Thi« is the hole where Aaron bid us hide him. 

[Exeunt. 

Tarn. Farewell, my sons : see that you make her 
sure : 
Ne'er let my heart know merry cheer indeed, 
Till all the Andronici be made away. 
Now will I hence to seek my lovely Moor, 
And let my spleenful sons this trull deflour. [Exti. 

SCEJVE IK— The same. Enter Aaron, mih 

Quintus and Martius. 

Aar. Come on, my lords ; the better foot before • 
Straight will I bring you to the loathsome pit, 
Where I espy'd the panther fast asleep. 
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Quin. My sight is very dull, whatever it bodes. 

Mart. And mine, I promise you ; were't not for 
sliame. 
Well could 1 leave our sport to sleep a while. 

[MeiTtius falls into the pit. 

Quin. What, art thou falleu ? What subtle hole 
is this, 
Whose mouth iscover'd with rude-growing briars ; 
Upon whose leaves are drops of new-shed blood, 
As fresh as morning's dew distill'd on flowers ? 
A very fatal place it seems to me : — 
Speak, brother, hast th6u hurt thee with the fall ? 

Mart, O, brother, with the dismallest object 
T^t ever eye, with sight, made heart lament. 

Aar. [Aside.] Now will I fetch the king to find 
them here ; 
That he thereby may give a likely guess. 
How these were they that made away his brother. 
[Exit Aaron. 

Mart. Why dost not comfort me, and help me out 
From this unhallowed and blood-stain'd hole f 

Quin. I am surprised with an uncouth fear : 
A chilling sweat o'er-runs my trembling joints ; 
My heart suspects more than mine eve can see. 

Mart. To prove thou hast a true-divining heart, 
Aarcm and thou look down into this den. 
And see a fearful sight of blood and death. 

Quin. Aaron is gone; and my compassionate 
heart 
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold 
The thing, whereat it trembles by surmise : 
O, tell me how it is ; for ne^er till now 
Was I a child, to fear I know not what. 

Mart. Lord Bassianus lies embrewed here, 
All on a heap, like to a slaughtcrM lamb. 
In this detested, dark, blood-drinking pit 

Quin. If it be dark, how dost thou know *tis he? 

Mart. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole, 
Wnich, like a in\)ex in some monument, 
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Dotli shine upon the dead nuin^s earthy cheeks. 
And shows the ragged entrails of this pit : 
So pale did shine the moon on Pyramus, 
"When he by night lay bath'd in maiden blood. 

brother, help me with thy fainting hand, — 
If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath, — 
Out of this fell devouring receptacle. 

As hateful as Cocytus* misty mouth. 

Quin. Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee 
out; 
Or, wanting stren^h to do thee so much good, 

1 may be pluckM mto the swallowing womb 
Of this deep pit, poor Bassianus* grave. 

I have no strength to pluck thee to the brink. 
Mart. Nor I no strength to climb without thy 

help. 
Quin. Thy hand once more ; I will not loose again 
Till thou art here aloft, or I below : 
Thou canst not come to me, I come to thee. 

[Falls in. 

Enter Satuminus and Aaron. 

Sat. Along with me : — 1*11 see what hole is here, 
And what he is, that now is leapM into it. 
Say, who art thou, that lately didst descend 
Into this caping hollow of the earth f 

Mart, ^he unhappy son of old Andronicus ; 
Brought thither in a most unlucky hour. 
To find thy brother Basslanus dead. 

Sat. M^ brother dead .' I know, thou dost but 
^esl : 
He and his lady both are at the lodge. 
Upon the north side of this pleasant chase ; 
'Tis not an hour since I left him there. 

Mart. We know not where you left him all alive. 
But, out alas ! here have we found him cead. 

Enter Tamora, toith Attendants ; Titus Androni- 
cus, and Lucius. 

Tom. Where is my lord, the king ? 
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Sat Here, Tamora ; though grievM with killing 
grief. 

Tam. Where is thy brother Bassianus ? 

Sat. Now to the bottom dost thou search my 
wound ; 
Poor Bassianus here lies murdered. 

Tam. Then all too late I bring this fatal writ, 
[Giumg' a Utter. 
The complot of this timelessi tragedy ; 
And wonder grealiy, that man's face can fold 
In plrasing smiles such murderous tyranny. 

Sat, [Reads.] An if we miss to meet him hand- 
somely, — 
Sweet huntsman, Bassianus Vt5, we mean^ — 
Do th(ni so much as dig the grave for him ; 
Thou know'st our nuaning: Look for thy reward 
Among the nettles at the elder tree. 
Which over shades the mouth of that same pit^ 
Where we decreed to bury Bassianus. 
Do thisj and purchase us thy lasting friends. 
O, Tamora ! was ever heard the like ^ 
This is the pit, and this the elder tree : 
Look, sirs, if you can find the huntsman out 
That should have murderM Bassianus here. 

Aar. My gracious lord, here is the bag of gold. 
[Showing it. 

Sat. Two of thy whelps, [To Tit.] fell curs of - 
bloody kind, 
Have here bereft my brother of his life : — 
Sii-s, drag them from the pit unto the prison ; 
There let them bide, until we have devis'd 
Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them. 

Tam. What, are they in this pit ? O woodrous 
thing ! 
How easily murder is d'scovered ! 

2Ht. High emj)eror, upon my feeble knee 
I beg this boon, with tears not lightly shed, 
That this fell fault of my accursed sons, 

(1) Untimely. 
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Accursed, if the fault be prov'd in them, 

Sat. If it be proved ! you see, it is apparent— 
Who found thisj letter? Tamora, was it you ? 

Tarn. Andronicus himself did take it up. 

Tit. 1 did, my lord : yet let me be their bail : 
For by my father's reverend tomb, f vow, 
They shall be ready at your highncs*.* will, 
To answer their suspicion with their lives. 

Sat. Thoushalt not bail them : see, thou follow me. 
Some bring the murder'd body, some the murderers: 
Let them not speak a word, the guilt is plain ; 
For, by my soul, were there worse end than death. 
That end upon them should be execuied. 

Tom. Andronicus, I will entreat the king ; 
Fear not thy sons, they shall do well enouofh. 

Tit. Come, Lucius, come; stay not to talk with 
them. [P^xeuni several/]/. 

SCEJV'E r.—The same. Enter Demetrius and 
Chiron, with Lavinia, ravished / her liands cut 
off, and her tongue cut out, 

Dem. So, now go tell, an if thy tongue can speak. 
Who 'twas that cut thy tongue, and ravish'd thee. 

Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy mean- 
ing so; 
And, if thy stumps will let thee, play the scribe. 

Dem. ^e, how with signs and tokens she can 
scowl. 

Chi. Go home, call for sweet water, wash thy 
hands. 

Dem. She hath no tongue to call, nor hands io 
wash ; 
\nd so let's leave her to her silent walks. 

C7.1. An 'twere my case, I should go hang myself. 

Dem. Jf thou hadst hands to help thee Knit the 
cord. [Exeunt Demetrius and Chiron. 

Enter Marcus. 
Mar. Who's this, — my niece, that flies away so 
fast? 
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Cousin, a word ; Where is your husband ?^- 

If 1 do dreairi, 'would all my wealth would woke 

ine ! 
If I do wake, some planet strike me down, 
That I may slumber in eternal sleep ! — 
Si>eak, gentle niece, what stem unf>;entle hands 
Have lopp'd, and hew'd, and made thy body bare 
Of her two branches ? those sweet ornaments, 
"Whose circling shadows kings have sought to 

sleep in, 
And might not gain so great a happiness, 
As half thy love ? Why dost not speak to me ? — 
Alas, a crimson river of warm blood, 
Like to a bubbling fountain stirrM with wind, 
Dolh rise and fall between thy rosed lips, 
Coming and going with thy honest breath. 
But, sure, some I'ereus hath devoured thee ; 
And, lest thou should'st detect him, cut thy tongae. 
Ah, now thou tum^st away thy face for shame ! 
And, notwithstanding all this loss of blood, — 
As from a conduit \vith three issuing spouts, — 
Vet do thy cheeks look red as Titan^s face. 
Blushing to be encounter'd with a cloud. 
Shall I speak for thee? shall I say, 'tis so? 
O, that I knew thy heart; and knew the beast. 
That I might rail at him to case my mind.' 
Sorrow concealed, like an oven stopp'd. 
Doth bum the heart to cinders where it is. 
Fair Philomela, she but lost her tongue. 
And in a tedious sampler sew'd her mind : 
But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee ; 
A craftier Tereus hast thoa met withal, 
And he hath cut those pretty fingers off, 
That could have belter sew'd than Philomel. 
O, had the monster seen those lily hands 
Tremble, like aspen leaves, upon a lute. 
And make the silken strings aelight to kiss them ; 
He would not then have touch'd them for his life , 
Or, had he heard the heavenly hamiony. 
Which that sweet tongue hath made. 
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He would have dropp'd his knife, and fell asleep, 
As Cerberus at the Thracian poet's^ feet. 
Come, let us go, and make thy father blind ; 
For such a sight will blind a father's eye : 
One hour's storm will drown the fragrant meads ; 
What will whole nnonths of tears thy father'* eyes? 
Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee; 
O, could our mourning ease thy misery ! [Exeunt. 



ACT III. 

SCEJ^E /.—Rome. A street. Enter Senators, 
Tribunes, and Officers of Justice, with Martius 
and Quintus, bound, passing on to the place of 
execution : Titus going before, pleading. 

Tit. Hearme, grave fathers! nol^lc tribunes, stay! 
For pity of mine age, whose youth was spent 
In dangerous wars, whilst you securely slept ; 
For all my blood in Rome's great quarrel shed ; 
For all the fros^ nights that I have watch'd ; 
And for these bitter tears, which now you see 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks ; 
Be pitiful to my condemned sons, 
Whose souls are not corrupted as 'tis thought ! 
For two and twenty sons I never wept. 
Because they died in honour's lofty bed. 
For these, these tribunes, in the dust I write 

[Throwing himself on the ground. 
My heart's deep languor, and my soul's sad tears. 
Let my tears stanch the earth's diy appetite ; 
My sons' sweet blood will make it shame and blush 
[Exeunt Senators, Tribunes, ifc. teitf 
the Prisoners. 
O earth, I will befriend thee more with rain, 
That shall distil from these two ancient urns, 

(1) Orpheus. 
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Than youthful April shall with all his showers* 
In summer's dro»ight, I'll drop upon thee still; 
In winter, with warm teai-s I'll melt the snow, 
And keep eternal spring-time on thy face, 
So thou refuse to drink my dear sons' blood. 

Enter Lucius, ioith his sword drawn. 

O, reverend tribunes ! gentle aged men ! 
Unbind my sons, reverse the doom of death ; 
And et me say, that never wept before, 
My tears are now prevailing orators. 

Luc. O, noble father, you lament in vain ; 
The tribunes hear you not, no man is by. 
And you recount your sorrows to a stone. 

2'it. Ah, Lucius, for thy brothei-s let me plead : 
Grave tribunes, once more I entreat of you. 

Luc. My gracious lord, no tribune hears you 
speak. 

Tit. Why, 'tis no matter, man : if they did hear, 
They would not mark me ; or, if they did mark. 
All bootless to them, they'd not pity me. 
Therefore I tell my sorrows to the stones ; 
Who, though they cannot answer my distress, 
Yet in some sort they're better than the tribunes, 
For that they will not intercept my tale : 
When I do weep, they humbly at my feet 
Receive my tears, and seem to weep with me ; 
And, were they but attired in grave weeds, 
Rome could attbrd no tribune like to these. 
A stone is soft as wax, tribunes more bard than 

stones : 
A stone is silent, and otfendeth not , 
And tribunes with their tongues doom men to death. 
But wherefore stand'st thou with thy weapon drawn? 

Luc. To rescue my two brothers from their death : 
For which attempt, the judges have pronounc'd 
My everlasting doom of banishment. 

Tit. O happy man ! they have befriended thee. 
Why, foolish Lucius, dost thou not perceive. 
That Rome is but a wilderness of tigers ? 
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Tigers must prey ; and Rome afTords no prey, 
But me and mine : How happy art thou then, 
From these devourers to be banished ? 
But who comes with our brother Marcus here? 
Enter Marcus and Lavinia. 

J^Iar. Titus, prepare thy noble eyes to weep ; 
Or, if not so, thy noble heart to break ; 
1 bring consuming sorrow to thine age. 

"JUi. Will it consume me ? let me see it then 

Jilar. This was thy daughter. 

Tit. Why, Mai-cus, so she is. 

jLmc. Ah me ! this object kills me ! 

Tit. Faint-hearted boy, arise, and look u]y^t 
her: — 
Speak, my Lavinia, what accursed hand 
Hath made thee handless in thy father^s sight ? 
What fool hath added water to the sea .'' 
Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Troy .'* 
My grief was at the height before thou cam'st, 
And now, like Nilus,i it disdaineth bounds. — 
Give me a sword. Til chop oft* my hands too ; 
For they have fought for Home, and all in vain , 
And they have nui-s'd this wo, in feeding life ; 
In bootless prayer have they been held up, 
And they have serv'd me to effectless use : 
Now, all the service I requii'e of them 
Is, that the one will help to cut the other. — 
'Tis well, Lavinia, that thou hast no hands; 
For hands, to do Rome service, are but vain. 

Luc. Speak, gentle sister, who hath martyrM 
thee f 

Mar. O, that delightful engine of her thoughts. 
That blabb'd them with such pleasing elot|uence, 
Ls torn fronr forth that pretty hollow cage ; 
Whei*e, like a sweet melodious bird, it sung 
Sweet varied notes, enchanting every ear ! 

Luc. O, say thou for her, who hath done tlii» 
deed.^ 

(1) The river Nile. 
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Mar. O, thus I found her, straying in the park| 
Seeking to hide herself, as doth the deer, 
That hath received some unrecuring wound. 

Tit. h was my deer ; and he, that wounded her^ 
Hath hurt me more, than had he kilPd me dead : 
For now £ stand as one upon a rock, 
Environ'd with a wilderness of sea ; 
Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave, 
Expecting ever when some envious surge 
Will in his brinish bowels swallow him. 
This way to death my wretched sons are gone ; 
Here stands my other son, a banishM man ; 
And here, my brother, weeping at my woes ; 
But that, which gives my soul the greatest spurn, 
Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my soul. — 
Had I but seen thy picture in this plight, 
It would have madded me ; What shall I do 
Now I behold thy lively body so .•* 
Thou hast no hands, to wipe away thy tears j 
Nor tongue, to tell me who hath martyr'd thee : 
Thy husband he is dead; and, for his death. 
Thy brothers are condemned, and dead by this : — 
Look, Marcus ! ah, son Lucius, look on her ! 
When I did name her brothers, then fresh tears 
Stood on her checks ; as doth the honey dew 
Upon a gathered lily almost withered. 

Mar, Perchance, she weeps because they kill'd 
her husband ; 
Perchance, because she knows them innocent. 

Tit. Jf they did kill thy husband, then be joy fill. 
Because the law hath ta'en revenge on them. — 
No, no, they would not do so fotrl a deed ; 
Witness the sorrow that their sister makes. — 
Gentle Lavinia, let me kiss thy lips ; 
Or make some sign how 1 may do thee ease : 
Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius, 
And thou, and I, sit round about some fountain ; 
Looking all downwards, to behold our cheeks 
How they are stainM ? like meadows, yet not dry 
With miry slime left oti them by a flood i* 
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And in the fountain shall we ^ze so lon^, 

Till the fle^h taste be taken from that clearness, 

And make a brine-pit with our bitter tears ? 

Or shall we cut away our hands, like thine? 

Or shall we bite our tongues, and in dumb shows 

Pass the remainder of our hateful days? 

What shall we do ? let us, that have our tongues. 

Plot some device of further misery, 

To make us wonder'd at in time to come. 

Luc. Sweet father, cease your tears \ for, at your 
grief. 
See, how my wretched sister sobs and weeps. 

Mar. Patience, dear niece: — gxx)d Titus, diy 
thine eyes. 

Tit. Ah, Marcus, Marcus ! brother, well I wot. 
Thy napkin^ cannot drink a tear of mine. 
For thou, poor man, hast drowii'd it with thine own. 

Luc. Ah, my Lavinia, I will wipe thy cheeks. 

Tit. Mark, Marcus, mark ! 1 understand her 
signs : 
Had she a tongue to speak, now vrould she say 
That to her brotlier which I said to thee ; 
His napkin, with his true tears all bewet. 
Can do no service on her sorrowful cheeks. 
O, what a sympathy of wo is this ? 
As far from help as limbo is from bliss ! 

Enter Aaron. 

Afvr. Titus Andronicus, my lord the emperor, 
Sends thee this word, — That, if thou love thy sons. 
Let Marcus, Lucius, or thyself old Titus, 
Or any one of you, chop off your hand, 
And send it to the king : he for the same. 
Will send thee hither both thy sons alive ; 
And that shall be the ransom for their fault. 

Tit. O, gracious emperor ! O, gentle Aaron ! 
Did ever raven siijg so like a lark, 
That gives sweet tidings of the sun's uprise ^ 

(1) Know. (2) Handkerchief. 

VOL. VII. Z 
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With all my heail, V\\ send the emperor 

My hand : 

Good Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it off? 

Luc. Stay', father ; for that noble hand of thine. 
That hath thrown down so many enemies, 
Shall not be sent : my hand will serve the turn : 
My youth can better spare my blood than you ; 
And therefore mine shall save my'brothers' lives. 

Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended 
Rome, 
And rearVl aloft the bloody battle-axe, 
Writing destruction on the enemy's castle ? 
O, none of both but are of high desert : 
My hand hath been but idle ; let it serve 
Tu ransom my two nepheivs from their death ; 
Then have 1 kept it to a worthy end. 

Aar. Nay, come agi«e, whose hand shall go aloi^, 
For fear they die before their pardon come. 

Mar. My hand shall go. 

Luc. ' By heaven, it shall not ga 

Til, Sirs, strive no more ; such withered herbs as 
these 
Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine. 

Luc. Sweet father, if I shall be thought thy son, 
Let me redeem my br others both from death. . 

Mar. And, for our father^s sake, and roother^s 
care. 
Now let me show a brother's love to thoe. 

Tit. Agree between y«^ti : I will spare my hand. 

Lvc. Then I'll go f^uli an axe. 

Mar. But I will use the axe. 

[Exeunt Lucius and Marcus. 

Tit. Come hither, Aaron ; I'll deceive them both; 
I^nd me thy hand, and I will give thee mine. 

Jiar. If that be call'd deceit, I will be honest, 
And never, whilst I live, deceive men so : — 
But I'll deceive you in another sort. 
And that y WU say, ere half an hour can paiss. 

[Aside, 
[He cuts ^Titus's han4. 
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Enter Lucius and Marcus. 

Tit Now, stay your strife ; what shall be, it 
despatch'd. — 
Good Aaron, give his majesty my hand : 
Tell him, it was a hand that warded him 
From thousand dangers ; bid him bury it ; 
More hath it merited, that let it have. 
As for m)r sons, say, I account of them 
As jewels purchasM at an easy price ; 
And yet dear too, because 1 bought mine own. 

Aar. I go, Andronicus : and for thy hatid. 
Look by and by to have thy sons with thc« : — 
. Their heads, I mean. — O, how this villany [Aside. 
Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it ! 
Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace, 
Aaron will have his soul black like his face. [Exit. 
, Tit. O, here I lift this one hand up to heaven, 
And hovr this feeble ruin to the earth : 
If any power pities wretched tears. 
To that 1 call ;— What, wilt thou kneel with me > 

[To Lavinia. 
Do then, dear heart ; for heaven shall hear our 

prayers ; 
Or with our sighs we'll breathe the welkin dim. 
And stain the sun with fog, as sometime clouds. 
When they do hug him in their melting bosoms. 

Mar. O ! brother, speak with possibilities, 
And do not break into these deep extremes. 

Tit. Is not my sorrow deep, having no bottom .> 
Then be my passions' bottomless with them. 

Mar. But yet let reason govern thy lament. 

Tit. If there were reason for these miseries, 
Then into limits could 1 bind my woes : 
When heaven doth weep, doth not the earth o'er- 

flowi* 
If the winds rage, doth not the sea wax. mad. 
Threatening the welkin^ with his big-swola face ? 

(1) Sufferings. (2) The sky. 
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And wilt thou have a reason for this coil f > 
I am the sea ; hark, how her sighs do blow ! 
She is the weeping welkin, 1 tl^ earth : 
* Then must my sea be moved with her sighs ; 
Then must my earth with her continual tears 
Become a deluge, overflowM and drown*d : 
For why ? my Ixnvels cannot hide her woes, 
But, like a drunkard, must 1 vomit them. 
Then give me le^ve ; tor losers will have leave 
To ease their stomachs with their bitter (oi^^ues. 

Enter a Messenger, with two lieads and a hand. 

Mess. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repaid 
For that good hand thou sent^st the emperor. 
Here are the heads of thy two noble sons ; 
And here^s thy hand, in scorn to thee sent beck ; 
Thy griefs their sports, thy resolution raock'd: 
That wo is me to think upon thy woes. 
More than remembrance of my father's deoth. 

[ExiL 

Mar. Now let hot ^tna cool in Sidly, 
And be my heart an everburning hell ! * 
These miseries are more than may be borne ! 
To weep with them that weep doth ease some deal, 
But sorrow flouted at is double death. 

Lmc Ah, that this sight should make so deep a 
wound. 
And yet detested life not shrink thereat ! 
That ever death should let life bear his name. 
Where life hath no more interest but to breathe ! 
[Lavinta kisses him. 

Mar. Alas, poor heart, that kiss is comfortless, 
As froten water to a starved snake. 

Tit. When will this fearful slumber have an end ? 

Mar. Now, farewell flattery : Die, Andronicus 
Thou dost not slumber : see, thy two sons' heads; 
Thy warlike hand ; (hy mangled daughter here ; 
Thy other banishM son, with this dear sight 

<1) Stir, bustle. 
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Struck pale and bloodless; and thj brother, T, 
Even like a stony ima^e, cold and numb. 
Ah ! now no more will I control thy griefs : 
Rent off thy silver hair, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth ; and be this dimial sight 
The closing up of our most wretched eyes ! 
Now ih a time to storm ; why art thou still ? 

TU. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Mar. Why dost thou laugh ? it fits not with this 
hour. 

Tit Why, I have not another tear to shed : 
Besides, this sorrow is an enemy. 
And would usurp upon my watry eyes, 
And make them blind with tributary tears; 
Then which way shall I find revenge's cave ? 
For these two heads do seem to speak to me ; 
And threat me, I shall never come to bliss. 
Till all these mischiefs be returned again, 
Even in their throats that have committed them. 
Come, let me see what task I have to do.— 
You heavy people, circle me aboiit ; 
That I may turn me to each one of you. 
And swear unto my soul to right your wrongs. 
The vow is made. — Come, brother, take a head ; 
And in this hand the other will I bear : 
Lavinia, tiiou shalt be employed in these things ; 
Bear thou my hand, sweet wench, between thy 

teeth. 
As for thee, boy, go get thee from my s^ht ; 
Thou art an exile, and thou must not stay : 
Hie to the Goths, and raise an army there : 
And, if yoo love roe, as 1 think you do. 
Tret's kiss and part, for we have much to da 

[Exeunt Titus, Marcus, and Lavinia. 

Zuc. Farewell, Andronicus, my noble father ; 
The woful'st man that ever liv*d in Rome .' 
Farewell, proud Rome ! till Lucius come again, 
He leaves nis pledges dearer than his life. 
Farewell, Lavmia, my noble sister ; 
O, 'would thou wert as thou *tofore hast been ! 
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But nmv nor Lucius, nor Lavinia lives, 

But in oblivion, and hateful griefs. 

If Lucius live, he will rw^uiteyour wrongs; 

And make proud Satuminus and his empress 

Beg at the gates, like Tarcjuin and his queen. 

Now will I to the Goths, and raise a power, 

'Jo be revengM cm Rome and Saturnine. \Exit. 

SCFJ^E Il—A room in Titus's house. A ban- 

qvel set out. Enter Titus, Marcus, Lavinia, and 

young Lucius, a boy. 

Tit. So, so ; now sit : and look, yoo eat no more 
Than will prcser\'e just so mach strength in us 
As will revenge these bitter woes of ours. 
Marcus, imknit that sorrow-wreathen knot ; 
Thy niece and I, poor creatures, want our hands. 
And cannot passionate our tenfold grief 
With folded arms. This poor right hand of mine 
Is left to tyrannize upon my breast ; 
And when my heart, all mad with misery, 
Beats in this Ik>1Iow prison of my flesh, 
Then thus I thump it down. — 
Thou map of wo, that thus dost talk in signs ! 

[2\> Lavinia. 
When thy poor heart beats with outrageous beating. 
Thou canst not strike it thus to make it stilL 
Wound it with sighing, girl, kill it with groans ; 
Or get some little knife between thy teetn. 
And just against thy heart make thou a hole ; 
That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fall, 
May run into that sink, ano soaking in. 
Drown the lamenting fool in sea-salt tears. 

Mar. Fie, bi-other, fie ! teach her not thus to lay 
Such violent hands upon her tender life. 
■ Tit. How now ! has sorrow made thee dote 

already f 
Why, Marcus, no man should be mad but f. 
What violent hands can she lay on her life f 
Ah, wherefoi-e dost (hou ui^e the name of hands;— 
To bid ^neas tell the tale twice o'er, 
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Howr Troy was burnt, and he made miserable? 
O, handle not the theme, to talk of hands ; 
Lest we remember still, that we have none. — 
Fie, fie, how franticly I square my talk ! 
As if we should forget we had no hands, 
If Marcos did not name the word of hands ! — 
Come, let's fall to ; and, o^entle girl, eat this : — 
Here is no drink ! Hark, Marcus, what she says; — 
1 can interpret all her martyred signs ;— 
She says, sne drinks no other drink but tears, 
BrewM with her sorrows, mesh*d upon her 

cheeks :' — 
Speechless complainer, I will learn thy thoughts ; 
In thy dumb action will I be as perfect. 
As begging hermits in their holy prayer< : 
Thou shalt not sigh, nor hold thy stumps to hcaren, 
Nor wink, nor n(x], nor kneel, nor make a sign, 
,But I, of these, will wrest. an alphabet. 
And, by 8til|2 practice, learn to know thy im-anin'^. 

Boy. Good grandsire, leave ^hese bitter deep la- 
ments : 
Make my aunt merry with some pleasin*^ tale. 

Mar. Alas, the tender boy, in passi<iii mov*d, 
Doth weep to sec his grandsire*s heaviness. 

Tit. Peace, tender sapling ; thou art made of 
tears. 
And tears will quickly melt thy life away. — 

[Marcus strikes the dith ioilh a knife. 
Whfi^t dost thou strike at, Marcus, with thy knife ? 

Mar. At that that I have kilPd, my lord ; a fly. 

Tit. Out on thee, murderer i thou kilPst niy 
heart; 
Mine eves are cloy'd with view of tj-ranny : , 
A deecf of death, done on the itmocent, 
Becomes not Titus' brother : Get thee gone { 
I see, thou art not for my company. 

Mar. Alas, my lord, 1 have but killM a fly. 

(1) An allusion to brewing. 

(2) Ckmstant or continual practice. 



Digitized by Google 



9m TITUS ANDROTiCUS. AdlK 

Tit. But how, if that Qy had a father and raother? 
Hoiv would be hang his slender gilded wii^s. 
And buzz lamenting doings in the air f 
Poor harmless Qy I 

That with bis pretty buzzing melody, 
Came here to make us merry ; and thou bast kilPd 
him. 

Mcar. PardoD me, sir ; 'twas a black ill-favoured 

fly. 

Like to the empress' Moor ; therefore I kill'd him. 

Tit O, O, O, 
Then pardon me for reprehending thee. 
For tliou hast done a charitable deed. 
Give me thy knife, 1 will insult oa him ; 
Flattering myself, as if it were the Moor, 
Come himer purposely to poison me. — 
There's for thyself, and that's for Tamora. — 
Ah, sirrah .'i — 

Yet 1 do think we are not brought so low. 
But that, between us, we can kill a fly. 
That comes in likeness of a coal-black Moor. 

Mar. Alas, poor man ! grief has so wrought on 
him. 
He takes false shadows for true substances. 

Tit. Come, take away. — Lavinia, go with me : 
I'll to th^ closet ; and go read with tl»ee 
Sad stones, chanced in the times of old. — 
Come, boy^ and go with me ; thy sight is young. 
And thou ^It i-ead, when mine begins to dazzle. 

[Exeunt, 



ACT IV. 

SCKyE r.—The same. Before Titus's hmise. 
Enter Titus and Marcus. Then enter young 
Lucius, Lavinia running after him. 

Soy. Help, grandsire, help ! my aunt Lavinia 
(1 ) This was formerly not a disrespectful ex pressioa. . 
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Folloirt me every wfaeve, I know not whj :— 
Good r'ncle Marcus, see how swift she comes ! 
Alas, sweet aunt, I know not what you mean. 

Mar, Stand by me, Lucius ; do not fear thine 
aunt 

Tit She k)ves thee, boy, too well to do thee barm. 

Boy. Ay, when my father was in Rome, she did. 

Mmr. What means my niece Lavinia by these 
signs? 

TiL Fear her not, Lucius i — Somewhat doth she 



See, Lucius, see, how much she makes of thee : 

Somewfaitber would she have thee go with her. 

Ah, boy, Ck>fnelia never with mora care 

Read to her sons, than she hath read to thee. 

Sweet poetry, and Tully's Orator.* 

Canst thou not guess wherefore she plies thee thus ? 

Boy. My loid, I know not, I, nor can I guess. 
Unless some fit or freniy do possess her : 
For I have heard my grandsire say full oft. 
Extremity of griefs woukl make men mad ; 
And I have re&d that Hecuba of Troy 
Ran mad through sorrow : That.mademetofear; 
Although, my lord, I know, my noble aunt 
Loves me as dear as e*er my mother did. 
And would not, but in fury, fright ray youth : 
Which made me down to mrow my books, and fly ; 
Causeless, perhaps : But pardon me, sweet aunt : 
And, madam, if my uncle Marcus go, 
I will most wiUinrly attend your ladyship. 

Mar, Lucius, IwilL 

[Lavinia iwm$ over ihe books vfhieh Lucius 
hMktfaiL 

Tit. How now, Lavinia ?— Marcus, wnat means 
this? 
Some book there is that she desires to jee : — 
lYhich is it, girl, of these?— Open them, boy. — 

(1) Tully's Treatise on Eloquence, entitled 
Oraior 
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But tfaou art deeper read, and better slnll'd ; 
Come, and take choice of all my library, 
And so beguile thy sorrow, till the heavens 
Reveal the damnM contriver oC this deed. — 
Why lifts she up her arms in sequence* thus ? 

JkCar. I think, she means, that there was more 
than one 
Confederate in the fact : — Ay, more there was : — 
Or else to heaven she heaves them for revenge. 

Tit Lucius, what book is that she tosseth so? 

Boy. Grandsire, *tis Ovid^s Met»norphoseg; 
My mother gave't me. 

Mar. For love of her tha^s gone. 

Perhaps she cnllM it from among the rest. 

Tit. Soft ! see, how busily she turns the leaves ! 
Help her : — 

What would she find ? — Lavinia, shall I read ? 
This is the tragic tale of Phikxnel, 
And treats of Tereus* treason, and his rape ; 
And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy. 

Mar. See, brother, see ; note, how she quotei^ 
the leaves. 

7Si. Lavinia, wert thoa thus surpris'd, sweet girl, 
Ravbh'd and wrong'd, as Philomela was, 
Forc'd in the ruthless,* vast, and gloomy woods ?^ 

Ay, such a place there is, where we did hunt, 
(O, had we never, never, hunted there !) 
Patterned by that the poet here describes, 
By nature made for murders, and for rapes. 

Mar. O, why should nature build so foul a den. 
Unless the gods delight in tragedies! 

2V/. Give signs, sweet giri, — for here are none 
but friends, — 
What Roman lord it was durst do the deed : 
Or slunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erst. 
That left the camp to sin in Lucrece* bed? 

(1) f^ucce8sion. (2) To quote is to observe. 
(3) PiUless. 
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Mar. Sit down, sweet niece ; — l»t>tber, sU down 
bjr me. — 
Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury, 

Inspire nrie, that I may this treason find ! 

My lord, look here ; — Look here, Lavinia : 
This sandy plot is plain; guide, if thou canst, 
This after me, wlien I have writ my name 
Without the help of any hand at all. 

[His VJriUs his name with his staff, and guides 
it toiih his Jeet and mouth. 
CursM be that heart, that forcM us to this shiA !— 
Write thou, good niece ; and here display, at last, 
What God will have discovert for revenge : 
Heaven guide thy pen to print thy sorrows plain. 
That we mar know the traitors, and the truth ! 
[iS^ takes the sUff in her mouth, and guides 
it with her stumps, and unites. 

Tit. O, doyou read, my lord, what she hath writ .•* 
Stuprum — Chiron — Demetrius. 

jilar. What, what ! — The lustiul sons of Tamora 
Performers of this heinous, bloody deed ? 

Tit. Magne Dominator poli. 
Tarn lentus audis scelera ? tarn lentus vides? 

Mar. 0,calm thee, gentle lord ! although, I know. 
There is enough written upon this earth. 
To stir a mutiny in the mildest thoughts. 
And arm the minds of infants to exclaims. 
My lord, kneel down with me ; Lavinia, kneel ; 
And kneel, sweet boy, the Roman Hector's hope 
And swear with me, — as with the woful fecrc,i 
And father, of that chaste dishonoured dame. 
Lord Junius Brutus sware for Lucrece' rape, — 
That we will prosecute, by good advice. 
Mortal revenge upon these traitorous Goths, 
And see their blood, or die with this reproach. 

Tit. *Tis sure enough, an you knew now. 
But if you hurt these bear-whelps, then beware : 
The dam will wake ; and, if she wind you once, 

(1^ Husband. 
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She's with the lion deeply still in league, ^ 

And lulls him whilst she olayeth on her back, 

And, when he sleeps, will she do what she list 

You're a young huntsman, Marcus ; let it ak»e; 

And, come, I will go get a leal* of brass, 

And with a gad» of steel will write these words. 

And lay it by : the angry northern wind 

Will blow these sands, tike sybil's teares, abroad. 

And Where's your lesson then ?— Boy, what say you ? 

Boy. 1 say, my lord, that if I were a man. 
Their mother's bed-chamber should not be safe 
For these bad-bondmen to the yoke of Rome. 

Mar. kjy that's my boy ! thy fiither hath foil oa 
For this ungrateful countiy done the Ukc 

Bvy. And, uncle, so will I, an if I Ure. 

Tit Come, go with me into mine annoitty ; 
Lucius, I'll fit thee ; and withal, my boy 
Shall carry from me to the empress' sons 
Presents, that I intend to send them both: 
Come, come; thou'ltdothymessa^watthonnot? 

Boy. Ay, with my dagger m. their bosoms, grand- 
sire. 

Tit No, boy, not so; I'll teach thee another 
course. 
Lavinia, come :— Marcus, look to nqr hooae; 
Lucius and I'll go brave it at the comi; 
Ay, marry, will we, sir r and we'll be waked mu 
[Elxmni Titus, Laviaia, and Boy. 

Jdar. O heavens, can you bear a good man 
groan. 
And not relent, or not compassioa bim I 
Marcus, attend him in his ecstasy; 
That hath more scars of sorrow ia ha heart, 
Than foemen's marks upon his batter'd shield : 
But yet so just, that he will not revemge : — 
Kevense the heavens for old AndrooicttS \ 

^ [EnU 

(1) The point of a spear. 
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SCEJ^E Il.-^The tame, A room in the palace. 
Enter Aaron, Chiron, and Demetrius, at one 
door; at another door, young Lucius, and an 
Attendant, with a bundle qf weapons, <md verses 
writtqHmthem, 

Chi. Demetrius, here's the son of Ludus ; 
He hath some message to deliver us. 

Aar. Ay, some road message from his mad 

grandfather. 
Boy. My lords, with all the humbleness I may, 
I greet your honours from Andronlcus ; — 
And pray the Roman gods, confound you both. 

[Aside. 
Den. Gramercy,* lovdy Lucius: What's the 

news.^ 
Boy. That you aw both deciphered, that's the 
news. 
For villains mark'd with lape. [Aside.] May it 

J please joa, 
sire, well-adviB'd, hath sent by me 
The'goodliest weapons of his armoniy, 
To gratify your honourable youth, 
The hope (H Rome ; for so be bade me aay ; 
And so I do, and with his gifts present 
Your lordships, that whenever you have need, 
You may be armed and appcnnted well : 
And so 1 leave you both, [Asidt.] like bloody vil- 
lains. [Exeunt Boy and Attendant. 
Dem. What's here r A scroll; and written round 
about .^ 
Let's see; 

Integer vita, sceUrisque punts, 
JVon eget Mauri jaculis, nee arcu. 

Chi. O, tis a verse in Horace ; I know it well : 
I read it in the grammar long ago. 
Aar. Ay, just J — a verse in Horace : — right, you 
have it 
Now, what a thing it is to be an ass ! [Aside 

(1) I e. Grand merdi great thanks. 
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Here's no sound jest ! the old man hath 

found their guilt ; 
And sends the weapons wrapp'd about 

with lines, 
That wound, beyond their feeling, to the } Asidt. 

quick. 
But were our witty empress well a-foot. 
She would applaud Andronicus' conceit 
But let her rest in her unrest awhile. — 
And now, young lords, was't not a happy star 
Led us to Rome, strangers, and, more than sq, 
Captives, to be advanced to this height ? 
It did me good, before the palace gate 
To brave me tribune in his brother's hearing. 

Dem. But me more good, to see so great a lord 
Basely insinuate, and send us giAs. 

Aar. Had he not reason, lord Demetrius .? 
Did you not use his daughter very friendly ^ 

Dem, I would, we had a thousand Roman dames 
At such a bay, by turn to serve our lust 

Chi. A charitable wish, and full of love. 

Aar. Here lacks but your mother for to say amen. 

Chi. And that would she for twenty thousand 
more. 

Dem. Come, let us go ; and pray to all the gods 
For our beloved mother in her pains. 

Aar. Pray to the devils; the gods have given ui 
o'er. Olside. Flourish. 

Dem. Why do the emperors trumpets flourish 
thus !* 

Chi. Belike, for joy the emperor hath a son. 

Dem. Soft ; who comes here f 

Enter a Nurse, with a black-a-moor clu'ld in her 
arms. 

^ur. Good-morrow, lords: 

O, tell me, did you see Aaron the Moor f 

Aar. Well, more, or less, or ne'er a whit at all. 
Here Aaron is; and what with Aaron now? 

JWir. O gentle Aamn, we are all undone ! 
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Now help, or wo betide thee eTermore ! 

Aar. Why, what a caterwauling dost thou keep ! 
What dost thou wrap and fumble in thine arms ? 

JVur. O, that which 1 would hide from Heaven^s 
eye, 
Our empress' shame, and stately Rome's disgrace ; — 
She is delivered, lords, she is deliver'd. 

Aar. To whom? 

^ur. I mean, she's brought to bed. 

Aar, Well, God 

Give her good rest ! What hath he ser.t her ? 

•^ur. ' A devil. 

Aar, Why, then she's the devil's dam ; a joyful 
issue. 

JV«r. A joyless, dismal, black, and sorrowful 
issue : 
Here is the babe, as loathsome as a toad 
Amongst the &ircst breeders of our clime. 
The empress sends it thee, thy stamp, thy seal. 
And bias thee christen it with thy dagger's point. 

Aar, Out, out, you whore ! is black so base a 
hue ? — 
Sweet blowse, you are a beauteous blossom, sure. 

Dem, Villain, what hast thou done.^ 

Aar. Done ! tha which thou 

Canst not nnda 

CkL Thou hast undone our mother. 

Aar. Villain, I have done thy mother. 

Dem. And therein, hellish dog, thou hast undone. 
Wo to her chance, and damn'dher loathed choice ! 
Accurs'd the offspring of so foul a fiend ! 

Chi. It shall not live.' 

Aar. It shall not die. 

JVur. Aaron, it must : the mother wills it so. 

Aar. What, must it, nurse f then let no man but I, 
Do execution on my ilesh and blood. 

Dem. I'll broach' the tadpole on my rapier's 
point; 

•1) Spit 
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Nurse, give it me ; my «word shall 9Qoa^e8jpaAck it 

jAar. Sooner this sword shall pkiu^ diy bowels 
op. 
[Takes the child from the Norse, tmd drmu. 
SraT, murderous villains ! will you kill your brother? 
r^cw, by the burning tapers of the sky, 
That shone so brightly when this boy was got. 
He dies upon m^ scimitar^s sharp point. 
That touches this nay first-bom sen and heir i 
1 tell you, younglings, not Enceladus,^ 
With all his threatening band of Typhon's brood. 
Nor great Alcides,^ nor the god of war, 
Shallseize this prey out of his father^s hands. 
What, what ; ye sanguine, shallow-hearted boys . 
Ye white-limM walls ! ye alehouse painted sigiis! 
Coal black is J^etter than another hue, 
In that it scorns to bear another hue : 
For all the water in the ocean 
Can never turn a swanks black legs to white. 
Although she lave them hourly in the tlood. 
Tell the ein{)ere6S from noe, I am of age 
To keep mine own ; excuse it how she can. 

Dem. WHt thou betray thy noble mistress thus? 

Aar. My mistress is my mistress ; this, myself, 
The vigour, and the picture of my youth : 
This, iMtfore all the world, do I prefer ; 
This, Miiugre,' all the world, will I keep safe, 
Or some c^ you riiall smoke for it in Rofiie. 

Dem By this our mother is ft)r ever shamM. 

Chi Rome will tiespise her for this foul escape. 

JSTur The emperor, in his rage, will doom her 
death. 

Chi I blush to think upon this ignomy.^ 

Aar. Why, there^sthe privilege your beauty heart: 
Fie, treacherous hue ! that will l)etray with flushing 
The close enacts and counsels of the heart 2 

(1) A giant, the son of Titan and Terra. 

(2) Hercules. (3) In spite of. 
(4) t. e. Igtiorainy. 
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Here's a youn^ lad frmi'd ci another leer :l 
Look, how the black slave smiles qpoa the father; 
As who should saj, Old lad, 1 am thine own. 
He is your brother, lords ; sensibly fed 
Of that self-blood that first ^ve life to you : 
And, from that womb, where you imprisonM were, 
He is enfranchised and come to light : 
Nay, he*s your brother by the surer side, 
Although my seal be stamped in his face. 

J^ur. Aaron, what shall I say unto the empress? 

Dem, Adrise thee, Aaron, what is to be done, 
And we will all subscribe to thy advice ; 
Save thou the child, so we may all be safe. 

Aar, Then sit we down, and let us all consult. 
My son and I will have the wind of tou : 
Keep there : Now talk at pleasure of your safety. 
[They sU on the rround. 

Dem. How many women saw this chilf of his ? 

Aar, Whv, so, brave lords ; When we all join 
in league, 
T am a lamb : but if you brave the Moor, 
The chafed boar, the mountain lioness, 
The ocean swells not so as Aaron storms. — 
But, say again, how many saw the child ? 

J^Tur. Cornelia the midwife, and myself^ 
And no one else, but the deliver'd empress. 

Aar. The emperess, the midwife, and yourself: 
Two may keep counsel, when the third's away : 
Go to the empress ; tell her, this I said :— 

[Siabbing^ her, 
Weke, weke !— so cries a pig, prepared to the spit 

Dem. What mean'st thou, Aaron f Wherefore 
didst thou this f 

Aar. O, lord, sir, 'tis a deed of policy : 
Shall she live to betray this guilt or ours? 
A long-tongu'd babbling gossip? no, lords, no. 
And now to it known to you my full intent. 
Not far, one Muliteus lives, my countryman, 

(1) Complexion. 
VOL. VII. 2 A 
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His wife but yesternight was brought to bed ; 
His child is like to her, fair as you are : 
Go pack» with him, and ^ive the mother gold, 
And tell them both the circumstance of all ; 
And how by this their child shall be advanced, 
And be received for the emperor's heir. 
And substituted in the place of mine, 
To calm this tempest whirling in the court ; 
And let the emperor dandle him for his own. 
Hark ye, lords; ye see, that I have given her 
physic, [Pomting to the Nurse. 

And you must needs bestow her funeral ; 
The fields are near, and you are gallant grooms : 
This done, see that you take no longer days. 
But send the midwile presently to me. 
The midwife, and the nurse, well made away, 
Then let the ladies tattle what they please. 

Chi. Aaron, I see, thou wilt not trust the air 
With secrets. 

Dem. For this care of Tamora, 

Herself, and hers, are highly bound to the^. 

[Exeunt Dem. and Chi. hearing off the Nurse. 

Aar. Now to the Goths, as swift as swallow flies; 
There to dispose this treasure in mine arms, 
And secretly to greet the empress' friends. — 
Come on, you thick-lipp*d slave, Ml bear you hence; 
For it is you that puts us to our shifts : 
rU make you feed on berries, and on roots. 
And feed on curds and whey, and suck the goat, 
And cabin in a cave ; and bring you up 
To be a warrior, and conanaiid a camp. [Exit, 

SCEJSTE III. — The same. A public place. En- 
ter Titus, bearing arrows^ xoiih letters at iht 
ends of them ; with him. Marcus, young Lucius, 
and other Gentlemen, with bows. 

Tit. Come, Marcus, come ;— Kinsmen, this is the 
way : — 

(1) Cootrire, bai^gain with. 



Digitized by Google 



Scene III. TITUS ANDRONICUS. 37i 

Sir boy, now let me see your archery ; 

Ix>ok ye draw home enough, and Uis (here straight : 

Terras Astrtea reliquit : 

Be you remeinberM, Marcus, she's gone, she's fled. 

Sir, take you to your tools. You, cousins, shall 

(lO sound the ocean, and cast your nets; 

Happily you may find her in the sea ; 

Yet there's as little justice as at land : — 

No ; Publius and Sempronius, you must do it ; 

'Tis you must dig with mattock, and with spade 

And pierce the inmost centre of the earth : 

Then, when you come to Pluto's region, 

1 pray you, deliver him this petition : 

Tell him, it is for justice, and for aid ; 

And that it comes l"rom old Andronicus, 

Shaken with sorrows in ungrateful Rome. — 

Ah, Rome! — Well, well; 1 made thee miserable, 

What time I threw the people's suffrages 

On him that thus doth tyrannize o'er me. — 

Go, get you gone ; and pray be careful all, 

And leave you not a man of war unsearch'd ; 

This wicked emperor may have shipp'd her hence. 

And, kinsmen, then we may go pipe for justice. 

Mar. O, Publius, is not this a heavy case, 
To see thy noble uncle thus distract ? 

Pvb. Therefore, my lord, it highly us concerns; 
By day and night to attend him carefully ; 
And feed his humour kindly as we may. 
Till time be^get scxne careful remedy. 

Mar. Kinsmen, his sorrows are past remedy. 
Join with the Goths ; and with revengeful war 
Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude, 
And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine. 

Tit. Publius, how now ? how now, my masters. 
■ What, 
Have you met with her ? 

Pub. No, my good lord ; but Pluto sends joe 
word, 
If you will have revenge from hell, you shall . 
Marry, for Justice, she is so e{npk>y'd, 
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He thinks, with Jove in heaven, or somewhere else, 
So that perforce you must needs stay a time. 

Tit. He doth me vFron^, to feed me with delays. 
PI! dive into the burning lake below, 
And pull her out of Acheron by the heels. — 
Marcus, we are but shrubs, no cedars we ; 
No big-bon'd men, fram'd of the Cyclops' size: 
But metal, Marcus ; steel to the very back ; 
Yet wrungt with wrongs, more than our backs can 

bear: 
And sith2 there is no justice in earth nor hell. 
We will solicit heaven ; and move the gods. 
To send down justice for to wreak' our wrongs 
Come, to this gear.^ You are a good archer, Mar- 
cus, [ffe gives them the arrows. 
JidJovem, that's for vou :— Here, ad ^poUtneai.—- 
AdMartem, that's for myself;— 
Here, boy, to Pallas :— Here, to Mercuiy: 
To Saturn, Caius, not to Saturnine, — 
You were as pood to shoot against the wind. — 
To it, boy. Marcus, loose when I bid : 
O'my word, I have written to effect ; 
There's not a god left unsolicited. 
Mar. Kinsmen, shoot all your shafts into the 
court : 
We will afflict the emperor in his pride. 
'Tit. Now, masters, draw. [They shoot] O, well 
said, Lucius ! 
Good boy, in Virgo's lap; give it Pallas. 

Mar. My lord, I am a mile beyond the moon; 
Your letter is with Jupiter by this. 

Tit. Ha! Publius, Publius, what hast thou done ? 
See, see, thou hast shot off one of Taurus' horns. 
Mar, This was the sport, my lord : when Publius 
shot, 
The bull being gall'd, gave Aries such a knock 
That down fell both the ram's boms in the court ; 

(1) Strained. (2) Since. (3) Revenge. 
(4) Dress« furniture. 
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And who should find them but the empress' villain f 
She laugh'd, and told the Moor, he should not 

choose 
But ^ve them to his master for a present. 

2\L Why, there it goes : God give your lord- 
ship joy. 

Enter a Clown, toiih a basket and two pigeons. 

News, news from heaven ! Marcus, the post is come. 
Sirrah, what tidings ? have you any letters ? 
Shall I have justice ? what says Jupiter? 

CZo. Ho ! the gibbet-maker ? he says, that he 
hath taken them down again, for the man must not 
be hanged till the next week. 

Tit. But what says Jupiter, I ask thee ? 

Clo. Alas, sir, I know not Jupiter; I never 
drank with him in all my life. 

7'i7. Why, villain, art not thou the carrier T 

Clo. Ay, of mv pigeons, sir ; nothing else. 

Tit. Why, didst thou not come from heaven ? . 

Clo. From heaven? alas, sir, I never came there : 
God forbid, 1 should be so bold to press to heaven 
in my young da^s. Why, I am going with my 
pigeons to the tribunal plebs,^ to take up a matter 
of brawl, betwixt my uncle and one of the empe- 
riaPs men. 

Mar. Why, sir, that is as fit as can be, to serve 
for your oration; and let him deliver the pigeons to 
the emperor from you. 

Tit. Tell me, can you deliver an oration to the 
emperor with a grace ? 

Clo. Nay, truly, sir, I could never say grace in 
all my life. 

Tit. Sirrah, come hither : make no more ado, 
But give your pigecms to the emperor : 
By me thou shalt have iustice at his hands. 
Hold, hold ; — mean while, here's money for thy 
charges. 

(1) The clown means to say plebeian tribune, 
i. e. tribune of the people. 
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Give me a pen and ink. — 

Sirrah, can you with a grace deliver a supplication ? 

Clo. A\', sir. 

7'i7. Then here is a supplication for you. And 
when you come to him, at the first approach, you 



must kneel ; then kiss his foot ; then deliver up 
vour pigeons ; and then look for your reward. Til 
be at hand : see you jdo it bravely. 



Clo. I warrant you, sir; let me alone. 

2\U Sirrah, hast thou a knife ? Come, let me 
sec it. 
Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration; 
For thou hast made it like an humble suppliant :— 
And when thou hast given it to the emperor, 
Knock at my door, aiKl tell me what he says. 

Clo. God be with you, sir ; I will. 

Tit. Come, Marcus, let*s go : — Publius, follow 
me. [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E IV.— The same. Before the palace. 
Enter Satuminus, Tamora, Chiron, Demetrius, 
LordSf and others : Saturninus, with the arrows 
in his handf that Titus shot. 

Sat. Why, lords, what wrongs are these f Was 
ever seen 
An emperor of Rome thus overborne. 
Troubled, confronted thus : and, for the extent 
Of egal' justice, us'd in such contempt ? 
My lords, you know, as do the mightful gods. 
However these disturbers of our peace 
Buzz in the people's ears, there nought hath passM, 
But even with law, against the wilful sons 
Of old Andronicus. And what an if 
. His sorrows have so overwhelmed his wits, 
Shall we be thus afBicted in his wreaks, 
His fits, his frenzy, and his bitterness f 
And now he writes to heaven for his redrest • 
See, here's to Jove, and this to Mercury ; 

(1) Equal 
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This to Apollo; this to the goci of war : 

Sweet scrolls to fly about the streets of Rome ! 

\Vhat*8 this, but libelling against the senate, 

And blazoning our injustice every where ? 

A goodly humour, is it not, my lords ? 

As who would say, in Rome no justice were. 

But, if I live, his feigned ecstasies 

Shall be no shelter to these outrages : 

But he and his shall know, that justice lives 

In Satuminus* health ; whom, i^ she sleep, 

HeMl so awake, as she in fury shall 

Cut off the proud'st conspirator that lives. 

Tarn. My gracious lord, my lovely Saturnine, 
Lord of my life, commander of my thoughts. 
Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titus' age. 
The eftects of sorrow for his valiant sons. 
Whose la«!S hath pierc'd him deep, and scarrM his 

heart; 
And rather comfort his distressed plight. 
Than prosecute the meanest, or the best. 
For these contempts.— Why, thus it shall become 
High-witted Tamora to glorei with all : [Aside. 
But, Titus, I have touchM thee to the quick, 
Thy life-blood out : if Aaron now be wise. 
Then is all safe, the anchor's in the port. — 

Enter Clown. 
How now, good fellow .? would'st thou speak with us ? 

Clo. Yes, forsooth, an your mistership be im- 
perial. 

2'am. Empress I am, but yonder sits the emperor. 

Clo. *Tis he. — God, and saint Stephen, give you 
good den : — 1 have brought you a letter, and a couple 
of pigeons here. [Satuminus reads the letter. 

Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him presently. 

Clo. How much money must I have ? 

Tarn. Come, sirrah, you must be hang'd. 

Clo. HangM! Bv'r lady, then I have brought up 
a nock to a fair endi. [Ex»7, guarded. 

(1) Flatter. 



d by Google 



37« TITUS ANDRONICUS. AiAlK 

Sat. Despiteful and intolerable wrongs ! 
Shall I endure this monstrous villany ? 
I know froin whence this same device proceeds ; 
May this lie borne ? — as if his traitorous sons, 
That died by law for murder of our brother, 
Have by my means been butcherM wrongfully.— 
Go, drag the villain hither by the hair ; 
Nor age, nor honour, shall shape privilege : — 
For this proud mock, IMl be thy slaughter-man; 
Sly frantic wretch, that holp*st to make me great. 
In hope thyself should govern Rome and me. 

Enter ^milius. 
What news with thee, ^milius? 

^rnil. Arm, arm, my lords ; Rome never had 
noore cause ! 
The Goths have gather'd head ; and, with a power 
Of high-resolvea men, bent to the six>il, 
They hither march amain, under conduct 
Of Lucius, son to old Andronicus ; 
Who threats, in course of this revenge, to do 
As much as ever Coriolanus did. 

Sat, Is warlike Lucius general of the Goths ? 
These tidings nip me ; and I hang the head 
As flowers with frost, or grass beat down with 

storms. 
Ay, now begin our sorrows to approach : 
*Tis he the common people love so much ; 
Myself hath often overheard thfem say 
(When I have walked like a private man,) 
That Lucius* banishment was wrongfully, 
And they have wish*d that Lucius were their em- 
peror. 

Tam, Why should you fear? is not your city 
- strong.^ 

Sat, Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius ; 
And will revolt from me, to succour him. 

Tam. King, be thy thoughts imperious,^ like thy 
name. 

(1) Imperial. 
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Is the sun dimmed, that gnats do fly in it ? 
The eas^le sutlers Uttle birds to sing, 
And is not careful what they mean thereby ; 
Knowing that with the shadow of his wingsi, 
He can at pleasure stint' their melody : 
Even so may'st thou the giddy men of Rome. 
Then cheer thy spirit : for kiKmr, thou emperor, 
I will enchant the old Andronicus, 
With words nnore sweet, and yet more dangei-ous. 
Than baits to fish, or honey-stalks to sheep ; 
When as the one is wounded with the bait, 
The other rotted with delicious feed. 

Sat. But he will not entreat his son for us. 

Tam, U Tamora entreat him, then he will : 
For I can smooth, and fill his aged ear 
With golden promises ; that, were his heart 
Almost impr^^able, his old ears deaf. 
Yet should both ear and heart obey my tongue. — 
Go thou betorp, be our embassador; {To .^nilius. 
Sa^, that the emperar requests a parley 
Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting, 
Even at his father^s house, the old Andronicus. 

Sat. ^milius, do this message honourably : 
And if he stand on hostage for his safety. 
Bid him demand what pledge will please him best. 

»Mmil. Your bidding shall 1 do efl'ectually. 

[Exit iEmilins. 

Tarn. Now will I to that old Andronicus ; 
And temper him, with all the art I have, 
To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths. 
Anci now, sweet emperor, be blithe again. 
And bury all thy fear in my devices. 

Sat. Then go successfully, and plead to him. 

[Exeutti 

(1) Stop. 
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ACT V. 

SCEJ^E I. — Plains near Rome. Enter Lucius, 
and Goths, with drum and colours. 

Luc, Approved vvamors, and my faithful friends, 
[ have received letters from great Rome, 
Which signify, what hate they bear their emperor, 
And how desirous of our sight they are. 
Therefore, great lords, be, as your titles witness. 
Imperious, and impatient of your wrongs ; 
And, wherein Rome hath done you any scath,' 
Let him make treble satisfaction. 

1 Goth. Brave slip, sprung from the great An- 

dronicus. 
Whose name was once our terror, now our comfort ; 
Whose high exploits, and honourable deeds, 
Ingrateful Rome requites with foul contempt, 
Be bold in us : weMl follow where thou leadSt, — 
Like stinging bees in hottest summer's day, 
Led by their master to the flower'd fields, — 
And be avengM on cursed Tamora. 

Goths. And, as he saith, so say we all with him. 

Luc. I humbly thank him, and I thank you all. 
But who comes here, led by a lusty Goth .? 

Enter a Goth, hading Aaron, with his child in 
his arms. 

2 Goth. Renowned Lucius, from our troops I 

strayM, 
To gaze upon a ruinous monastery ; 
And as I earnestly did fix mine eye 
Upon the wasted building, suddenly 
I heard a child cry underneath a wall : 
I made unto the noise ; when soon I heard 
The crying babe controlled with this discourse : 
Pence, tawny slave ; half me, and half thy dam ! 
Did not thy hue bewray whose brat thou art, 

(1) Harm. 
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Had nature lent thee Imt thy mother's iooky 
yillain, thou mighVst have been an emperor: 
But where the bull and cow are both milk-white^ 
They never do beget a coal-black calf. 
Peace, villain, peace! — even thus he rates tlie 

babe, — 
For I must bear thee to a trusty Goth , 
IVho, when he knows thou art the empress* babe. 
Will hold thee dearly for thy mother"* s sake. 
With this mj weapon drawn, I nish'd ijpon him, 
SiirpHsM him suddenly ; and brou<i;ht him hither, 
To use as you think needful of the man. 

Luc. O worthy Golh ! (his is the incarnate devil, 
That robbM Andronicus of his good hand : 
This is the pearl that pleased your emprf»«^* eye ;' 
And here's the base fruit of his burning lust. — 
Say, wall-ey*d slave, whither would'st thou convey 
This growing' image of thy fiend-like face ? 
Why dost not speak ? What .' deaf? No ; not a 

word? 
A halter, soldiers ; hang him on this tree. 
And by his side his fruit of bastardy. 

Aar, Touch not the boy, he is of royal blood. 

hue. Too like the sire for ever being good. — 
First, hang the child, that he may see it ^prnwl ; 
A sight to vex the father's soul withal. 
Get me a ladder. 

\Ji ladder brought, which Aaron is obliged to 
ascend. 

Aar. Lucius, save the child ; 

And bear it from me to the empress. 
If thou do this, I'll show thee wondrous things, 
That highly may advantage thee to hear : 
If thou wilt not, befall what may befall, 
ril speak no more ; But vengeance rot you all ! 

Iaic, Say on ; and, if it please me which thou 
speak'st, 

(1) Alluding to the proverb, * A black man is a 
pearl in a fair woman's eye.' 
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Thy child diall live, and 1 will see- it nourished. 

Aar. An if it please thee ? why, assure thee, 
Lucius, 
*Twill vex thy soul to hear what I shall speak : 
For I must talk of murders, rapes, and massacres, 
Acts of black night, abominable deeds, 
Complots of mischief, treason ; vilianies 
Rutbful to hear, yet piteously performM : 
And this shall all be buried by my death, 
Unless thou swear to me, my child shall live. 

Imc. Tell on thy mind ; I say, thy child shall live. 

Aar. Swear, that he shall, and then I will begin. 

Luc. Who should 1 swear byf thou belie v*st 
noeod; 
Fhat granted, how canst thou believe an oath f 

Aar, What if I do not ? as, indeed, I do not : 
Ifet, — for I know thou art religious, 
^nd hast a thing within thee, called conscience ; 
With twenty popish tricks and ceremonies, 
iVhich I have seen thee careful to observe, — 
Therefore I urge thy oath ; — ^For that, I know, 
An idiot holds his bauble for a god, 
^nd keeps the oath, which by that god he swears; 
To that I'll urge him : — Therefore, thou shalt ?ow 
By that same god, what god soever it be, 
That thou ador'st and hast in reverence,— 
To save my boy, to nourish, and bring him up ; 
Or else 1 will discover nought to thee. 

Lvc. Even by my god, 1 swear to thee, I will. 

Aar. First, know thou, I begot him on the em- 
press. 

Luc. O most insatiate, luxurious woman ! 

Aar. Tut, Lucius ! this was but a deed of charity, 
To that which thou shalt hear of me anon. 
Twas her two sons that murderM Bassianus : 
They cut thy sister^s tongue, and ravish'd her, 
And cut her hands; and trimmM her as thou 
saw'st. 

Luc. O, detestable villain ! call'st thou that trim- 
ming ? 
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Aar, Why, she was washed, and cat, and triiiim*d; 
and 'turas 
Trim sport for them that had the doinff of it 

Luc. O, barbaroas, beastly TiUains, like thyself! 

Aar. Indeed, I was their tutor to instruct them , 
That codding spirit had they from their mother, 
As sure a card as ever won the set : 
That bloody mind, I think, they leam'd of me. 
As true a dog as ever fought at head. — 
Well, let my deeds be witness of my worth. 
I trainM thy brethren to that guileful hole. 
Where the dead corpse of Bassianus lay : 
I wrote the letter that thy father found. 
And hid the gold within.the letter mentien*d. 
Confederate with the queen, and her two sons ; 
And what not done, that thou hast cause to rue, 
Wherein I had no stroke of mischief in it ? 
I play*d the cheater for thy father's hand ; 
And, when I had it, drew myself apart. 
And almost broke my heart with extreme laughter. 
1 pry*d me through the crevice of a wall. 
When, for his hand, he had his two sons' heads ; 
Beheld his tears, and laughM so heartily. 
That both mine eyes were rainy like to his ; 
And when I told the empress of this sport. 
She swounded almost at my pleasing tale. 
And, for my tidings, gave me twenty kisses. 

Goth, What ! canst thou say all this, and never 
blush f 

Aar. Ay, like a Wack dog, as the saying is. 

Luc. Art thou not aony for these heinous deeds. 

Aar. Ay, that I had not done a thousand more 
Even now I curse the day (and yet, I think. 
Few come within the compMEiss of mv curse,) 
Wherein I did not some notorious ill : 
As kill a man, or else devise his death; 
Ravish a maid, or plot the way to do it ; 
Accuse some innocent, and forswear myself: 
Set deadly enmity between two friends ; 
Make poor men's cattle break their necks ; 
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Set fire on barns and bay-stacks in the night, 
And bid the owners quench them with their tears. 
Oft have I digg'd up dead men from their graves, 
And set them upright at their dear friends' doors. 
Even when their sorrows almost were forgot ; 
And on tl^ir skins, as on the bark of trees. 
Have with my knife carved in Roman letteis, 
Lei not your sorrow diet though I am dead. 
Tut, I have done a thousand dreadful things, 
As willingly as one would kill a fly ; 
And nothing grieves me heartily indeed, 
But that I cannot do ten thousand more. 

Luc. Bring down the devil ; for he roust not die 
So sweet a death, as hanging presently. 

Aar. If there be devils, *would I were a devil. 
To live and bum in everlasting fire ; 
So I might have your company in hell. 
But to torment you with my bitter tongue I 

Luc. Sirs, stop his mouth, and let him speak no 
more. 

Enter a Goth. 

Goth. My lord, there is a messenger from Rone, 
Desires to be admitted to your presence. 

Luc. Let him come near. — 

Enter Jilmilius, 
Welcome, ^rnilius, what's the news from Rome ? 

•MttuI. Lord Lucius, and you princes of the 
Goths, 
The Roman emperor greets you all by me : 
And, for he understands you are in arms. 
He craves a parley at your father's house j 
Willing you to demand your hostages. 
And they shall be immeaiately deliver'd. 

1 Goth. What says our general ^ 

Luc. ^milius, let the emperor give his pledges 
Unto my father and my uncle Marcus, 
And we will come. — March away.^ [ExtimL 

(1) Perhaps this is a stage-direction, crept into 
the text 
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SCEJ^E //.—Rome. Before Titus's house. En- 
ier Tamora, Chiron, arid Demetrius, disguised. 

Tarn. Thus, in this strange and sad habiliment, 
I will encounter with Audronicus ; 
And say, I am Revenge, sent from below. 
To join with him, and right his heinous wrongs. 
Knock at his study, where, they say, he keeps, 
To ruminate strange plots of dire revenge ; 
Tell him. Revenge is come to join wi(h him, 
And work confusion on his enemies. [ Tliey knock 

Enter Titus, above. 

Tit. Who doth molest my contemplation I 
Is it your trick, to make me ope the door ; 
That so my sad decrees may lly away, 
And all my study be to no eflect f 
You are deceivM : for what I mean to do, 
See here, in bloody lines I have set down ; 
And what is written shall be executed. 

Tarn. Titus, I am come to talk with thee. 

Tit. No ; not a word : How can I grace my talk, 
Wanting a hand to give it action ? s 

Thou hast the odds of me, therefore no more. 

Tarn. If thou didst know me, tltou wculd'st talk 
with me. 

THt. 1 am not mad ; I know thee well enough : 
Witness this wretched stump, these crimmn lines ; 
Witness these trenches, made by grief and care ; 
Witness the tiring day, and heavy night ; 
Witness all sorrow, that I know thee well 
For our proud empress, mighty Tamora : 
Is not thy coming for my other hand ? 

Tam. Know tnou, sad man, I am not Tamoin ; 
She is thy enemy, and I thy friend : 
1 am Revenge ; sent from the infernal kingdonn. 
To ease the gnawing vulture of thy mind. 
By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes. 
Come down, and welcome me to this world's light 
Confer with me of murder and of death : 
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There's not a hollow cave, or lurking-pl^ce) 
No vast obscurity, or misty vale, 
Where bloody niurder, or detested rape, 
Can couch for fear, but I will find thorn out ; 
And in their ears tell them my dreadful name. 
Revenge, which makes the foul offender quake. 

Tii. Art thou Revenge? and art thou ^nt tome. 
To be a torment to mine enemies ? 

Tam, I am ; therefore come down, and welcome 
me. 

Tit. Do me some service, ere I c(xne to thee. 
Lo, by thy side where Rape, and Murder, stand ; 
Now give some 'surance tnat thou art Revenge, 
Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels ; 
And then I'll come, and be thy waggoner. 
And whirl along with thee about the globes. 
Provide thee proper palfries, black as jet. 
To hale thy vengeful waggon swift away. 
And find out murderers in their guilty caves : 
And, when thy car is loaden with their heads, 
I will dismount, and by the waggon wheel 
Trot, like a servile footman, all day long; 
Even from Hyperion's rising in the east, 
Until his very downfall in we sea. 
And day by day I'll do this heavy task, 
So thou destroy Rapine and Murder there. 

Tarn, These are my ministers, and come with me. 

Tii. Are they thy ministers? what are they call'd.' 

Tarn. Rapine, and Murder ; therefore called so, 
'Cause they take vengeance of such kind of men. 

2\i. Good lord, how like the empress' sons they 
are ! 
And you, the empress ! But we worldly men 
Have miserable, mad, mistaking eyes. 

sweet Revenge, now do I come to thee : 

And, if one arm's embracement will content thee, 

1 will embrace thee in it by and by. 

VF.rii Titus, yrom ahow. 
Tarn. This closing with him fits his lunacy : 
Whate'er 1 forge, to feed his brain-sick fits, 
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Do you uphold andm&intain in your speeches. 
For now he firmly takes me for Revenge ; 
And, being credulous in this mad thought, 
ini make him send for Lucius, his son ; 
And, whilst I at a banquet hold him sure, 
V\\ find some cunning practice out of hand. 
To scatter and disperse the giddy Goths, 
Or, at the least, make them his enemies. 
See, here he comes, and I must ply mf theme. 

Enter Titus. 

Tit Long have I been forlorn, and all for thee • 
Welcome, dread fury, to my woful house ; — 
Rapine, and Murder, you are welcome too: — 
HotT like the empress and her sons you are ! 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor : — 
Could not all hell afford you such a devil? — 
For, well I wot, the empress never wags. 
But in her company there is a Moor ; 
And, would you represent our queen ar^ht. 
It were convenient you had such a devil : 
But welcome, as you are. What shall we do ? 

Tarn, What would^st thou have us do, Androni- 
cus.^ 

Dem. Show me a murderer, IMl deal with him. 

Chi. Show me a villain, that hath done a rape. 
And I am sent to b* re^ugM on him. 

Tarn. Show me a thousand, that hath done thee 
wrong. 
And I will be revenged on them all. 

Tit Look round about the wicked streets of 
Rome; 
And when thou find'st a man that* s like thyself, 
Good Murder, stab him ; he's a murderer. - 
Go thou with him : and when it is thy hap. 
To find another that is like to thee. 
Good Rapine, stab him ; he is a ravisher. — 
Go thou with them ; and in the emperor's court 
There is a queen, attended by a Moor ; 
Well may'st thou know her by thy own proportion, 

VOL. VII. 2 B 
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For up and down she doth resemble 6iee ; 
I pray thee, do on them some violent deadi, 
*th^ have been violent to me and mine. 

Turn. Well hast thou lessonM us ; this shall we da 
But would it please thee, good Andronicus, 
To send for Lucius, thy thrice valiant son, 
Who leads towards Rome a band of warlike Goths, 
And bid him come and banquet at thy house : 
When be is here, even at thy solemn feast, 
I will bring in the empress, and l^r sons. 
The emperor himself, and all thy foes ; 
And at my mercy shall they stoop and kneel. 
And on them shalt thou ease thy angry heart 
What says Andronicus to this device ? 
. TiL Marcus, my brother ! — ^tis sad Titus calls. 

Enter Marcus. 

Go, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius ; 
Thou shalt int^uire him out among the Goths : 
Bid him repair to me, and bring with him 
Some of the chiefest princes of the Goths ; 
Bid him encamp his soldiers where they are ; 
Tell him, the emperor and the empress too 
Feast at my house : and he shall feast with them. 
This do thou for my love ; and so let him. 
As he r^ards his aged father*s life. 

Mar. This will I do^ avd sq§p return again. 

[ExiL 

Tarn. Now will t hence about thy business, 
And take my ministers along with me. 

Tit. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder stay with me; 
Or else V\\ call my brother back again^ 
And cleave to no revenge but Lucius. 

Tom. What say you, boys.' will you abide with 
him, 
Whiles I go tell my lord the emperor,^ 
How I have govern'd our delemiin*d jest ^ 
Yield to his humour, smooth and speak him fair, 

[Aside. 
Jiad teny with bm, till I come agsun« 
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Tit I knom them all, tiioagh they sappoee me 
mad; • 

And will o'er-reach them in .their own devices, 
A pair of cursed hell-hounds, and their dam. 

[Aside. 

Dem. Madam, depart at pleasure, leave us here. 

Tcan, Farewell, Androiiicus : Revenge nrnvgoesi 

To lay a complot to betray thy foes. {Exit Tarn. 

Tit. I know, thou dost; and, sweet Revenge, 

farewell. 
Chi. Tell OS, old man, how shall We be eiraployM? 
Tit. Tut, I have work enough for ywi to da — 
Pubiius, come hither, Caius, and Valentine 

Enter Pubiius, and others. 

Pub. What's y<rar will .^ 
TiL Know you these two f 

Pub. ■ Th* empress* sons, 

I take them, Chiron and Demetrius. 

TU, Fie, Pubiius, fie 1 thou art too much de- 
ceir'd; 
The one. is Murder, Rape is the other's name : 
And therefore bind them, gentle Pubiius : 
Caius, and Valentue, lay hands on them : 
(^ have you heard me wish for such an hour. 
And now I find it ; therefore bind them sure ; 
And stop their mouths, if they begin to cry. 

[Exit Titus. — Pubiius, 4rc. Imf hold on Chiron 
am^ Demetrius. 
Chi. Villains^ forbear ; we are the -anpress* sons 
Pub^ And therefore do we what we are (:om- 
manded.~> 
Stop close their mouths, let them not q)eak a word : 
Is he sore bound ? look, that you bind them fast 

He-enter Titus Andronicus, toith Lavinia ; she bear^ 
ing a basoUf arid he a knife. 

TiL Come* come, Lavinia; look, thy foes are 
bound ; — 
Sirs, stop their mouths, let them not speak to rae ; 
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But let them hear what fearful words I utter.— 

O villains, Chiron and Demetrius ! 

Here stands the spring whom jouhave stained with 

mud; 
This goodly summer with jour winter mixM. 
You kilPd her husband ; and, for that vile fault, 
Two of her brothers were condemned to death : 
My hand cut off, and made a meny jest : 
hwb. her sweet hands, her tongue, and that, more 

dear 
Than hands or tongue, her spotless chasti^. 
Inhuman traitors, you coostrain'd and forc'd. 
What would vou say, if I should let you speak ? 
Villains, for shame you could not beg fm* grace. 
Hark, wretches, how I mean to martyr you. 
This one hand yet is left to cut your throats ; 
Whilst that Lavinia Uween her stumps doth bold 
The bason, that receives your guilhr blood. 
Vou know, your mother means to feast with me, 
And calls herself, Revenge, and thinks me mad,-^ 
Hark, villains; I will grind your bones to dust. 
And with your blood and it, Pll make a paste ; 
And of the paste a coffin^ I will rear. 
And make two pasties oi your saameful heads ; 
And bid that strumpet, your unhallowM dam, 
Like to the earth, swallow her own increase. 
This is the feast that I have bid her to. 
And this the banquet she shall surfeit on ; 
For worse than Philomel you us*d my daM;hter, 
And worse than Progne I will be revei^M : 
And now prepare your throats. — ^Lavinia, come, 

[He cuts ihdr throats. 
Receive the blood : and, when that they are aead, 
Let me go grind their bdhes ta powder small, 
And with this hateful liquor temper it ; 
And in that paste let their vile heads be bak*d. 
Come, come, be every one officious 
To make this banquet ; which I wish may prove 

(1) Crust of a raised pye. 
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More stem and bloody than the Centaurs* feast 
So, now Bring them in, for I will play the cook, 
And see them ready *gainst their moUier comes. 

[Exeuni, bearing the dead boJUes, 

SCKN^ ni.-^The same. A pavilion, vnth ta- 
bles, Sfc. Enter Lucius, Marcus, and Goths, 
vjith Aaron, prisoner. 

Luc. Uncle Marcus, since *tis my father's mind, 
That I repair to Rome, I am content 

1 Goth. And ours, with thine, befall what for- 
tune wiy. 

Ljuc. Good uncle, take you ki &is barl»rou8 
Moor, 
This ravenous tiger, this accursed devil ; 
Let him receive no sustenance, fetter him. 
Till he be brought unto the empress' face. 
For testimony of her fool proceedings : 
And see (he ambush cf our friends be strong: 
I fear, the emperor means no good to us. 

Aar. Some devil whisper curses in mine ear. 
And prompt me, that my tongue may utter forth 
The venomous malice of my swelling heart ! 

Luc. Away, inhuman d<^ ! unhallufw'd slave ! — 
Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in. — 

[Exeunt Goths, with Aaron. Flourish. 
The trumpets show, the emperor is at hand. 

Enter Satuminus and Tamora, with Tribunes 
Senatqi-s, and others. 

Sa(, What, hath the firmament more suns than 

one.' 
Luc. 'SWhBt boots* it thee, to cat! thyself tt sun? 
Mar. Rome's emperOr, and nephew, break^ the 
parle; 
These quarrels must be q>net]y debated. 
The fea«t is ready, which the careful Titus 
Hath ordain'd to an honourable end, 

(1) Advantage, benefit (t) i. e. Begin the parley. 
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For pesce^ ibr lo^e, for league, «nd good to Rfltaei 
Plea8e you, dierefore, draw nigh, aud lake yoar 
places. 
Sat. Marcus, we will. 
[Hautboys sound. The company tit down at 

Enter Titos, dressed like a coot:, La^inia, veiled^ 
young lAicius, and others, Titus places tin 
duhes on the table. 

Tit Welcome, my gracious lord: welcome, 
dread queen ; . 

Welcome, ye warlike Goths ; Welcome, Lockll, 
And welcome, all ; although the cheer be poor, 
*Twill fill your stomachs ; please you eat of it ' 

Sat. Why art thou thus attir'd, Andronicus? 

7Ht. Because I would be sure to hare all well, 
To entertain your highness, and your empress. 

Tam. We are beh^den to you, good Andronicos. 

TiL An if your highness knew my heart, you 
were. 
My ]o!td the emperor, resolve me this ; 
Was it well done of ra^ Virginius, 
To slay his daughter with bis own fight hand. 
Because she was enforced, staio*d, ami deflourMf 

Sat. It was, Andronicus. 

7^. Your reason, mighty lord ? 

Sat Because the girl should not survive her 



And by her presence still renew his sorrows. 

TU. A reason migh^, strong, and eflectual ; 
A pattern, precedent, and livelv warrant, 
For me, most wretched, to peitonn the like ;— 
Die, die, Lavinia, and thy shame with thee ; 

r^0Jk»^Lavinia. 
And, with thy shame, thy iather^s sorrow die ! 

Sat. What hast thou done, unnatural, and imkind? 

2^ KiU*d her, for whom my tears have i 
me blind. 
I am as woAil as Yiiginius was : 
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And haT« a thousand tiroes mora canse than he 
To do this oatrs^e ; — and it is now done. 
Sai, What, was she rayishM ? tell, who did the 

deed. 
TiL Wiirt please 70a eat ; willU please your 

hishncss feed ? 
Tarn, Why hast thou slain thine only daughter 

Ihus? 
TiL Not I ; 'twas Chiron, and Demetrius: 
Thev ravish'd her, and cot away her tongue, 
Ana they, 'twas they, that did her all this wrong. 
Sat, Go, fetch them hither to us presently. 
Tit Why, there they are both, baked in that 
pye; 
Whereof their mother daintily hath fed. 
Eating the flesh that she herself hath bred. 
*Tis true, 'tis true ; witness my knife's sharp point. 
[Killing Tamora. 
Sai, Die, frantic wretch, for this accursed deed. 
[Killing Titus. 
Iaic. Can the son's eye behold his fether bleed ? 
There's meed for meed, death for a deadly deed. 
[KiUa Satuminus. A great tumult. The people 
in eov^/tuion disperse. Marcus, Lucius, 
and their partisans, ascend the steps be 
fore Titus's house. 
Mar, You sad-fac'd men, people and sons of 
Rome, 
By uproar seyer'd, like a flieht of fowl 
Scatter'd by winds and high tempestuous gusts, 
O, let me teach you how to knit again 
This scatter'd com into one mutual sheaf. 
These broken limbs again into one body. 

Sen. Lest Rome herself be bane onto herself, 
And she, whom mighty kingdoms court'sy to. 
Like a forlorn and desperate cast-away, 
Do shameful execution on herselt 
But if my frosty smis and chaps of age. 
Grave witnesses of true experience. 
Cannot induce you to attend my words,— 
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Speak, Rome's dear friend; [7b Locim.] as erst 

our ancestor, 
When with his solemn tongue he did discourse, 
To love-sick Didoes sad attending ear, 
The story of that baleful burning night. 
When subtle Greeks surprisM king Priam's Troy; 
Tell us, what Sinon hath bewitchM our ears, 
Or who hath brought the fatal engine in. 
That gives our Troy, our Rome, las civil wound. — 
My h^rt is not compact of flint, nor steel ; 
Nor can 1 utter all our bitter grief. 
Rut floods of tears will drown my oratory^ 
And break my very utterance ; even i'tlie time 
When it should move you to attend me most, 
landing your kind commiseration : 
Here is a captain, let him tell the tale ; 
Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him speak. 
Luc. Then, noble auditory, oe it known to you. 
That cursed Chiron and Demetrius 
Were they that murdered our emperor's brother; 
And they it were that ravished our sister : 
For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded ; 
Our father^s tears despisM ; and basely cozen'd 
Of that true hand, that fought Rome's quarrel out 
And sent her enemies unto the g^ve. 
Lastly, myself unkindly banished. 
The gates shut on me, and tum'd weeping oat, 
To be^ relief among Rome's enemies ; 
Who drown'd their enmi^ in my true tears. 
And op'd their arms to embrace me as a friend : 
And I am the tum'd-forth, be it known to you. 
That have preserv'd her welfare in my blood ; 
And from her bosom took the enemy's point. 
Sheathing the steel in my advent'rous body. 
Alas ! you know, I am no vaunter, I ; 
My scars can witness, dumb although they are, 
That my report is just, and full of truth. 
But, so^t ; methinks, I do digress too much. 
Citing my worthless praise : O, pardon me ; 
For when no friends are by, men praise themselves 
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Mw, Now h my turn to speak; Behold thtt 
child, 

[Pointing to the child in the arms of an 
Attendant. 
Of this was Tamora delivered ; 
The issue of an irreligious Moor, 
Chief architect and plotter of these woes ; 
The villain b alive in Titus* house, 
DanuiM as he is, to witness this is true. 
Now judge, what cause had Titus to revenge 
These wrongs, unspeakable, past patience. 
Or more tlu^ any living man could bear. 
Now you have heard the truth, what say you, Ro- 
mans? 
Have we done aught amiss ? Shew us wherein. 
And, from the place where vou behold us now. 
The poor remainder of Andronici 
Will, hand in hand, all l^adlong cast us down, 
And on the ragged stones beat forth our brains, 
And make a mutual closure of our house. 
Speak, Romans, speak; and, if yo^ say, we shall, 
Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and I will fall. 

^mU. Come, come, thou reverend man of Rome, 
And bring our emperor gentiv in thy hand, 
Lucius oar emperor ; for, well I know. 
The common voice do cry, it shall be so. 

Rom. [Several epeak.] Lucius, all hail ; Rome*8 
royal emperor I 

Lucius, ifc. descend. 
Mar. Go, go into old Titus* sorrowful house ; 
[To an Attendant 
And hither bale that misbelievinjg M oor. 
To be adjudged some direful slaughtering death, 
As punishment for his most wicked life. 
Kom. [Several speak.] Lucius, all hail ; Rome*s 

gracious governor ! 
Luc. Thanks, gentle Romans ; May I govern so, 
To heal Rome*s harms, and wipe away her wo! 
But, gentle people, give me aim awhile, — 
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For iwtare piHs loe to a heavy task ;--« 
Stend all aloof: — but, unclei draw you near, 
To shed obeequious teawvpon this tnibk : — 
O, take this warm kiss oa thy pale cold lips, 

\Ki»au Titos 
These sorrowful drc^ upon thy blood-staia*d fiioe 
The last true duties oi thy noble son J 

Mar, Tear for tear, and loving kiss for kiss. 
Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lipsi 
O, were the sum of these that I should pay 
Countless and infinite, yeX would I pay them ! 

JLtic. Come hither, boy ; comie, come, and leair 
of us 
To melt in showers: Thy grandsirelor'd thee well: 
Many a time he dancM tlwe on his kaee, 
Sung^ thee asleep, his loving breast thy pillow i 
Many a matter hath he told to thee, 
Meet, and agreeing with thine infosK:^ ; 
In that respect then, like a loving duld. 
Shed yet some small drops from thy tender ^nvng, 
Because kind nature doth require it so: 
Friends should associate friends in grief and wo : 
Bid him farewell ; commit him to me grave ; 
Do him that kindness, and take leave of him. 

Boy. O grandsire, grandsire 1 evenwKh dlray 
l^rt 
Would I were dead, so you did live again !-^ 
O lord, I cannot speak to him for weeping; 
My tears will choke me, if I ope ngiy mouth. 

Minipr Attendants, Moiik Aaron. 

1 JRont. Yon sad Andronici.have done with woes; 
Give sentence on this execrable wretch. 
That ha& been breeder of these dire events. 

Luc, Set him breast-deep in earth, and famisfc 
him; 
Hiere let him stand, and rave and cry for food : 
If anv one relieves or pities him. 
For me offence he dies. This is our do<»n : 
Some stay, to see him fostenM in the eaith. 
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Aar, O, whj tboold wrath be mote, and haj 
dumb? 
I am no babjr, I, that, with base prajen, 
I shoald repent the evils I have oone; 
Ten thousand, worse than ever jet I did. 
Would I perform, if I might have my will ; 
If one good deed in all my life I did, 
I do repent it from my very sooL 

Imc. Some loving friends convey the emperor 
hence. 
And give him bnrial in his father^s grave 
My &ther, and Lavinia, shall forthwith 
Be closed in our household's monument 
As for that heinous tiger, Tamora, 
No funeral rite, nor man in mournful weeds. 
No mournful bell shall ring her burial ; 
But throw her forth to be^ts, and birds of prey . 
Her life was beast-like, and devoid of pity; 
And, being so, shall have Uke want of pity. 
See justice done to Aaron, that danuiM Moor, 
By whom our heavy haps had their beginning : 
liien, afterwards, to order well the state; 
That like events may ne'er it ruinate. [Exeunt 



All the editors and critics agree in supposing 
this play spurious. I see no reason for difiering 
fipom them ; for the colour of the style is wholly 
diflerent from that of the other plays. 

JOHNSON. 
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PERSONS REPRESEKTED. 

AntJochtit, king of Aniioch, 
Pericles, prince qf Tyre, 

Simonides, king of Pentapolis. 

Cleoo, governor of Tharsus. 

Lysimachus, governor of Miiylene. 

Cerimon, a lord qf Epfusiu, 

Thaliard, a lord of Antioch. 

Philemon, servant to Cerimon. 

Leonine, servant to Dionyza, Marshal. 

A Pandar, and his Wife. Boult, their servatu 

Gowcr, as chorus. 

The Daughter of Antiochut. 

Dionyza, wife to Cleon, 

Thaisa, daughter to Simonides. 

Marina, daughter to Pericles and Thaisa. 

Lychorida, nurse to Marina, 

Diana. 

Lords, Ladies^ Knights^ Gentlemen, SailorSf Pt- 
rates. Fishermen, and Messengers, 4^c. 

Scene, dispersedly in various countries,^ 

(1) I'hat the reader may knorr through how 
many n^^oni the scene of this drama is dispersed, 
it is necessary to observe, that Aniioch was the 
metropolis of Syria ; Tyre a city oi Phoenicia, in 
Asia ; Tarsus, the metropolis of Cilicia, a countiy 
of Asia Minor; Mitylene, the capitol of LcsIkm, 
an island in the iEgean sea; and Ephesus, the 
capital of Ionia, a country of the Lesser Asia. 
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ACT I. 

EnUrGowerA Before the paiace of Anboch. 

jL O sing a song of olcP was sung. 
From ashes ancient Gower is come ; 
Assuming man's infinnities. 
To glad your ear, and please your eyes. 
It hath been sung at festivals, 
On ember-eves, and holy ales;* 
And lords and ladies of their lives 
Have read it for restoratives : 
'Purpose to make men glorious ; 
El quo aniiqtUus, to mdhts^ 
If TOO, bom in these latter tiroes. 
When wit's more ripe, accept my riiymvs. 
And diat to hear an old man sing. 
May to joat wishes pleasure brii^, 
I life would wish, and that I might 
Waste it for you, Uke taper-light — 
This city then, Antioch the great 
Built up for his chiefest seat ; 
The direst in all Syria ; 
(I tell j'ou what mine authors say :) 
This kmg unto him took a pheerc,^ 

(1) Chorus, in the character of Gower, an an- 
cient English poet, who has related the story of 
this play in his Confessio Amantis. 

(2) t. e. That of old. (3) Whitsun-ales, &c. 
(4) Wife, the word signifies a mate or companion. 
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Who died and left a female heir, 
So buxom, blithe, and full of face. 
As b^iven had lent her all his grace ; 
With whom the father liking took, 
And her to incest did provoke : 
Bad father ! to entice his ofvn 
To evil, should be done by none. 
By custom, what they did begin. 
Was, with long use, account^ no sin. 
The beauty of this sinful dame 
Made many princes thither frame, 
To seek her as a bed-fellow. 
In marriage-pleasures play-fellow : 
Which to prevent, he made a law 
(To keep her still, and men in awe,) 
That whoso ask*d her for his wife, 
His riddle told not, lost his life : 
So for her many a wight did die, 
As yoQ grim looks do testify .3 
What now ensues, to the judgment of your eya 
I give, my cause who best can justify. [Ecnt. 

SCEJSTE I. — Antioch. A room in the palace. 
Enter Antiochus, Pericles, and Attendants. 

Ant, Young prince of Tyre, you have at large 
received 
The danger of the task you undertake. 

Per. I have, Antiochus, and with a soul 
ElmboldenM with the glory of her praise. 
Think death no hazard, in this enterprise. [Mtisic. 

Ant. Bring in our daughter, clothed like a bride. 
For the embracements even of Jove himself; 
At whose conception (till Lucina reign'd,) 
Nature this dowry gave, to glad her presence. 
The senate-house of planets all did sit, 

(1) Accounted. 

(2) Pointing to the scene of the palace gate at 
Antioch, on which the heads of those unfortunate 
wights were fixed. 
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To knit in her their best perfections. 

Enter the Daughter of Antiochus. 

Per. See, where she comes, apparellM like the 
spring, 
Graces her sabjects, and her thoughts the king 
Of every yirtue gives renown to men ! 
Her face, the book of praises, where is read 
Nothing but curious pleasures, as from thence 
Sorrow were ever rasM, and testy wrath 
Could never be her mild companion. 
Ye gods that made me man, and sway in love. 
That have inflamM desire in my breast. 
To taste the fruit of yon celestial tree. 
Or die in the adventure, be my helps. 
As I am son and servant to your will. 
To compass such a boundless happiness ! 

Ant. Prince Pericles, 

Per, That would be son to great Antiochus. 

Ant, Before thee stands this fair Hesperides, 
With golden fruit, but dangerous to be touch*d ; 
For death-like dragons here affright thee hard : 
Her face, like heaven, enticeth thee to view 
A countless glory, which desert must gain : 
And which, without desert, because thine eye 
Presumes to reach, all th^ whole heap must die. 
Yon sometime famous pnnces, like thyself. 
Drawn by report, adventurous by desire. 
Tell thee witn speechless tongues, and semblanc« 

pale. 
That, witnout covering, save yon field of stars. 
They here stand martyrs, slain in Cupid*s wars ; 
And with dead cheeks advise thee to desist. 
For g(nng on death^s act, whom none resist. 

Per, Antiochus, I thank thee, who hath taught 
My frail mortality to know itself. 
And by those fearftil objects to prepare 
This Ixxly, like to them, to what I must : 
For death remember'd, should be like a mirror. 
Who tells us, life*8 but breath; to trust it, error. 

VOL. VII. 2 C 
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V\\ make my will then ; and as sick men do, 

Who know the woiid, see heaven, but feeling wo, 

Gripe not at earthly joys, as erst they did ; 

So I bequeath a happy peace to you, 

And all good men, as every prince should do ; 

My rich^ to the earth, firom whence they came ; 

But my unspotted fire of love to you. 

[To the Daughter qf Aottochua. 
Tlius ready for the way of life or death, 
I wait the sharpest blow, Antiodius, 
Scorning advice. 

Ant. Read tiie conclusion then ; 

Which read and not expounded, 'tis decreed, 
As these before thee thou thyself shalt bleed. 

Daugh. In all, save that, may'st thou prove pros- 
perous! 
In all, save that, I wish thee happiness ! 

Per. Like a bold champion, 1 assume the listJ, 
Nor ask advice of any other thought 
But faithfttlne^, and courage. 

[He reads the riddle.] 

I am no viper ^ yet I feed 
On mother's jUsh J which did me breed t 
I sought a Mtsband, in which labour^ 
Ifinmd thai kindness in a father. 
He's father^ son, and husband mild, 
/mother, wife, and yet his child. 
How ihey may be, and yet in two. 
As you will live, resolve it you. 
Sharp phjTsic is the last : but O you powers ! 
That give heaven countless eyes to view men^s acts. 
Why cloud they not their sights perpetually. 
If this be true, which makes me pale to read it f 
Fair glass of light, I lov*d you, and could still, 

[Takes hold qf the hand of the princess 
Were not this glorious casket storM with ill : 
But I must tell you, — now, my tbot^^s revolt ; 
For he*t no man on whom pei^BCtious wait, 
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That knowing sin within, will touch the gale. 
Vou*re a fair viol, and your sense the strings : 
Who, fiiigerM to make man hb lawful music, 
Would draw heaven down, and all the gods to 

hearken ; 
But, being playM upon before your time. 
Hell only danceth at so harsh a chime : 
Good sooth, I care not for you. 

Ani. Prince Pericles, touch not, upon thy liiiB, 
For that*s an article within our law. 
As dangerous as the rest. Your time's expir'd ; 
Either expound now, or receive your sentence. 

Per. Great king, 
Few love to hear the sins they love to act ; 
'T would * braid yourself too near for me to tell it 
Who has a book of all that inonarchs do. 
He's more secure to keep it shut, than sbown ; 
For vice repeated, is like the waud'ring wind. 
Blows dust in others' eves, to spread itself; 
And yet the end of alris bought thus dear, 
The bi'eath is gon**', and the sore eyes see clear : 
To stop the air would hurt them. The blind mole 

casts 
Copp'di hills towards heaven, to tell, the earth is 

wrong'd 
By man's oppression ; and the noor worm doth die 

for^t 
Kings are earth's gods t in vice their law's theirwill ; 
And if Jove stray, who dares say, Jove doth ill ? 
It is enough you know ; and it is fit. 
What being more known grows worse, to smother it 
All love the womb that their first beings bred, 
Then give my tongue like leave to love my head. 
Ant, Heaven, that I had thy head ! he has found 

the meaning ; — 
But I will gloze3 with him. \Aside.] Young prince 

of Tyre, 
Thoc^h by the tenor of our strict edfct, 

(1) Rising to a top or head. (2) Flatter, insinuate. 
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Your exposition misinterpretii^, 
We might proceed to caDcel of your days ;l 
Yet hope, succc(^:din^ from so iair a tree 
As your fair self, dom tune us otherwise : 
Forty days longer we do respite you ; 
If by which time our secret be undone. 
This mercy shows, we'll joy in such a son : 
And until then, your entertain shall be, 
As doth befit our honour, and your worth. 

lExeunt Antiochus, his Daughter, and Attend, 
Per. How courtesy would seem to cover sin ! 
When what is done is like a hypocrite. 
The which is good in nothin^^ but in sight. 
If it be true that I interpret false. 
Then were it certain, you were not so bad, 
As with foul incest to abuse your soul ; 
Where2 now you're both a father and a son. 
By vour untimely claspings with ycMir child 
(Which pleasure fits a husband, not a father;) 
And she an eater of her mdlter's flesh, 
By the defiling of her parent's bed ; 
And both like serpents are, who though they feed 
On sweetest flowers, yet they poison breed. 
Antioch, farewell ! for wisdom sees, those men 
Blush not in actions blacker than the night. 
Will shun no course to keep them from the light 
One sin, I know, another doth provoke ; 
Murder's as near to lust, as flame to smoke. 
Poison and treason are the hands of sin. 
Ay, and the targets, to put off the shame : 
Then, lest my life be cropp'd io keep you clear. 
By flight I'll shun the danger which I fear. [ExiL 

Re-enter Antiochus. 

Ani. He hath found the meaning, for the which 
we mean 
To have his head. 
He must not live to trumpet forth my in&my, 

1) To the destruction of your life. (2) Wbereaf. 
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Nor tell the world, Antiochus doth sia 
In such a loathed manner : 
And therefore instantly this prince must die , 
For by his fall my honour must keep high. 
Who attends on us there } 

Enter Thaliard. 

Tlial. Doth your highness call . 

Ani. Thaliard, you*re of our chamber, and oui 
mind 
Partakes her private actions to your secresy ; 
And for your faithfulness we will advance you. 
Thaliarff, behold, here*s poison, and here^s gold ; 
We hate the prince of Tyre, and thou must kill him 
It fits thee not to ask the reason why. 
Because we bid it Say, is it done f 

Thai My lord, 

»Tis done. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Ant Enough; 
Lest your breath cool yourself, telling your haste. 

Mess. My lord, prince Pericles is led 

[Exit Messenger. 

Ant. As &0U 

Wilt live, fly after : and, as an arrow, shot 
Frcxn a well-experiencM archer, hits the mark 
His eye doth level at, so ne'er return. 
Unless thou say, prince Pericles is dead. 
• Thai. My lord. If I 
Can get him once within my pistoPs length, 
1*11 imke him sure : so farewell to your highness. 

[Exit. 

Ant Thaliard, adieu! till Pericles be dead. 
My heart can lend no succour to my head. [Exit. 

SCEJ^E //.—Tyre. A room in the palace. 
Enter Pericles, Helicanus, and other Lords. 

Ptr. Let none disturb us : Why this chaise of 
thoughts ? 
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The sad companion, dull-eyM melanchdy, 
By me so usM a ^est is, not an hour, 
In the day's glonous walk, or peaceful night 
(The tomb where grief should sleep,) can breed 

me quiet ! 
Here pleasures court mine eyes, and mine eyes 

shun them, 
And danger, which I feared, is at Antioch, 
Whose arm seems far too short to hit me here : 
Yet neither pleasure's art can joy my spirits, 
Nor yet the other's distance comfort me. 
Then it is thus; the passions of the mind. 
That IwTe their first conception, by mis-dread. 
Have after-nourishment and life by care ; 
And what was first but fear what might be done 
Grows elder now, and cares it be not done. 
And so with me ; — the great Anliochus 
\ ('Gainst whom I am too little to contend. 
Since he's so great, can make his will his act,) 
Will think me speaking, though I swear (o silence; 
Nor boots it me to say, I honour him. 
If he 8uq[)ect I may dishonour him ; 
And what may make him blush m being known. 
He'll stop the course by which it might be known ; 
With hostile forces he'll o'ei-spread the land, ' 
And with the ostent of war will look so huge, 
Amaziement shatt drive courage irata the state ; 
Our men be Taiiquisii'd, ere they do resist. 
And subjects nonisliM, that ne'er thought oflence : 
Which care ot them, not pily of injscTf 
(Who am no more bat as Uie tops of -tree*, 
Which fence the roots tliey grow by, and defend 

them,) 
Makes both my body pine, and sout to lan^ish. 
And punish that before, that he would poin^. 

1 Lord. Joy and all comfort in your sacred breast! 

2 Lord. And keepyour mind, till you return to us, 
Peaceful and comfortable ! 

Hd. Peace, peace, my lords, and give caperience 
tongue. 
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They do abuse the kin^, that flatter him : 

For flattery is the bellows blows up sin ; 

The thing t!ie which is flatter^, but a spaik, 

To which that breath gives heat and stronger glow 

^Vhereas reproof, obedient, and in order. 
Fits kings, as they ane men, for they may err. 
When signior Sooth here does proclaim a peace, 
He flatters you, makes war upon your life : 
Prince, pardon me, or strike me, if you please ; 
I cannot be much lower thnn my knees. 

Per. AH leave us else ; but let your cares overlook 
What shipping, and what ladinjc'* in our haven, 
And then return to us. [Exatnt Lords.] Helicanus, 

thou 
Hast moved us : what see'sl thou in our looks ^ 

Hel. An angry brow, dread lord. 

Per. If there be such a dart in princes* frowns, 
How durst thy tongue move anger to our face f 

Hel. How dare the plants look up to heaven, from 
whence 
They have their nourishment ? 

Per. Thou know'sl I have powei 

To take thy life. 

Hel. [KneeH^lg^^ I have ground the axe myself. 
Do you but strike the blow. 

Per. Rise, j)r*ylhee, rise ; 

Sit down, sit down ; thou art no flatterer : 
I thank thee for it ; and high heaven forbid. 
That kings should let their ears hear their faults hid \ 
Fit counsellor, and servant for a prince. 
Who by thy wisdom mak'st a prince thy servant. 
What would'st thou have me ao .^ 

HeL With patience bear 

Such g^efs as you do lay upon yourself. 

Per. Thou speak'st like a physician, Helicanus ; 
Who minister*st a potion unto me. 
That thou would'st tremble to receive thyself. 
Attend me then : I went to Antioch, 
Where, as thou know*st, against the face of deiUh, 
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\ sought the purchase of a glorious beauty. 
From whence an issue I might propagate. 
Bring arms to princes, and to subjects joys. 
Her face was to mine eye beyond all wonder ; 
The rest (hark in thine ear,) as black as incest ; 
Which by my knowledge found, the sinful father 
Seem*d not to strike, but smooth : but thou know'st 

this, 
*Ti<$ time to fear, when tyrants seem to kiss. 
Which fear so grew in me, I hither fled ; 
Under the covering of a careful night, 
Who seemM my good protector ; and being here. 
Bethought me what was past, what might succeed. 
( knew him tyrannous ; and tyrants* fears 
Decrease not, but grow faster than their vears : 
And should he doubt it (as no doubt he ^oth,) 
That 1 should open to the listening air, 
How man^ worthy princes* bloods were shed. 
To keep his bed of blackness unlaid ope, — 
To lop that doubt, hc*ll fill this land with anns. 
And make pretence of wrong that I have done him ; 
Wiien all, for mine, if I may cairt offence, 
MuaI feel war's blow, who spares not innocence. 
Which love to all (of which thyself art one. 
Who now repix)v*sl mc for it) 

Hd. Alas, sir! 

Per. Drew sleep out of mine eyes, blood from my 
cheeks. 
Musings mto my mind, a thousand doubts 
How f might stop this tempest, ere it came ; 
And finding little comfort to relieve them, 
I thought it princely charity to grieve them. 

Hd. Well, my lord, since you have given me leav« 
to speak, 
Freely 1*11 speak. Antiochus you fear. 
And justly too, I think, you fear the tyrant. 
Who cither by public war, or private treason. 
Will take aivay your life. 
Therefore, my lord, co travel for a while. 
Till that bis rage and anger be forgot. 
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Or destinies do cut his thread of life. 

Your rule direct to any ; if to me, 

Day serves not light more faithful than 1*11 be. 

Per. I do not doubt thy faith ; 
But should he wrong my liberties in absence — 

Hel. We'll mingle bloods t<^ether in the earth, 
From whence we had our being and our birth. 

Per. Tyre, I now look from thee then, and tc 
Tharsus 
Intend my travel, where PU hear from thee , 
And by whose letters PU dispose myself. 
The care I had and have of subjects* good. 
On thee I lay, whose wisdom's strength can bear it. 
PU take thy word for faith, not ask thine oath ; 
Who shuns not to break one, will sure crack both : 
But in our orbs^ we*U live so round and safe. 
That time of both this truth shall ne'er convince,^ 
Thou show'dst a subject's shine, I a true prince. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E III— Tyre. An ante-chamber in the 
palace. Enter Thaliard. 

Uud. So, this is Tyre* and this is the court. 
Here must I kill king Pericles ; and, if I do not, I 
am sure to be hang'd at home : 'tis dangerous. — 
Well, I perceive he was a wise fellow, and had 
good discretion, that being bid to ask what he would 
of the kinsTt desired he might know none c^ his 
secrets. Now do I see he had some reason for it : 
for if a king bid a man be a villain, he is bound by 
the indenture of his oath to be one. — Hush, here 
come the lords of Tyre. 

Enter Helicanus, Escanes, and other Lords. 

Hel, You shall not need, m v feUow peers of Tyra, 
Further to question of your king's departure. 
His seal'd commi8sion,'lefl in trust with me, 

(1) In our diflerent spheres. (2) Overccwne. 
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Doth tpeak rafficien^, he*s gone to tmvel. 

Thd, How ! the king gcme ! [Aiidt. 

HeL If farther yet you will be satisfied. 
Why, as it were unlicens'd of your loves, 
He would depart, 1*11 give some light unto you. 
Being at AntKx:h 

Thai What from Antioch? [Aside. 

HeL Royal Antiochus (on what cause I know 
not,) 
Took some displeasure at him ; at least he judgM so: 
And doubtii^ lest that he had errM or sinned, 
To show his sorrow, would correct himself ; 
So puts himself unto the shipman's toil. 
With wluHn each minute threatens life or death. 

Thai. Well, I perceive [Aside. 

I shall not be hanged now, although I would ; 
But since he*s eone, the kin? it sure must please, 
He scap*d the Taitd, to peri^ on the seas. — 
But lUl present me. Peace to the lords of Tyre ! 

HeL Lord Thaliard from Antiochus is wekorac 

Thai. From him I come 
With message unto princely Pericles ; 
But, since my landing, as I have understood 
Your lord has took himself to unknown travels, 
My message must return from whence it came. 

HeL We have no reason to desire it, since 
Commended to our master, not to us : 
Yet, ere you shall depart, this we desire, — 
As friends to Antioch, we may feast in Tym 

[Exeuni. 

SCEJ^TE /r:— Tharsus. A rwm in Vie Gov- 
ernor's house. Enter Cleon, Dionyza, and At* 
tendants, 
CU. My Dionysa, shall we rest us here. 

And by relating tales of others* griefs. 

See if 'twill teach us to forget our own } 
Dio, That were to blow at fire, in hope tc 
quench it ; 

For who digs hills because they do aspire, 
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Throws down one moanfain, to cast up a htgber. 
O my distressed lord, even such our.griefs ; 
Here they're but felt, and seen with inistful eyes. 
But like to g^roves, being topp'd, they hig;her rise. 

Cle. ODionyza, 
Who wanteth food, and will not sa^ he wants it, 
Or can conceal his hunger, till he famish ? 
Our tongues and sorrows do sound deep our woes 
Into the air : our eyes do weep, till lui^ 
Fetch breath that may proclaim them louder; that 
If heaven slumber, while their creatures want, 
They may awake their help« to comfort them, 
ni then discourse our woes, felt several years. 
And wanting breath to speak, help me with tears. 

Dio. ril do my best, sir. 

Cle. This Tharsus, o'er which I have government 
(A city, on whom plenty held full hand,) 
For riches, strewM herself even in the streets ; 
Whose towers bore heads so high, they kissM the 

clouds, 
And strangers ne'er beheld, but wonder'd at ; 
Whose men and dames so jetted i and adom'd, 
Like one another's glass to trim^ them by : 
Their tables were storM full, to glad the sight. 
And not so much to feed on, as delight ; 
All poverty was scorri'd, and pride so great. 
The name of help grew odious to repeat 

Dio. O, 'tis too true. 

Cle. But see what heaven can do ! By this our 
change, 
These mouths, whom but of late, earth, sea, and air, 
Were all too little to content and please, . 
Although they gave thisir creatures in abundance, 
As houses are defil'd for want of use, 
Tliey are now starv'd for want of exercise : 
Those palates, who, not yet two summers younger 
Must have inventions to delight the taste, 

(1) To jet is to strut, to walk proudly. 

(2) To dress them by. 
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Would now be glad of bread, and b^ for it ; 
Those mothers who, to nousle' up their babes, 
Thought nought too curious, are ready now. 
To eat those Tittle darlings whom they lov'd. 
So sharp are hunger^s teeth, that man and wife 
Draw lots, who first shall die to lengthen life : 
Here stands a lord, and there .a lady weeping ; 
Here many sink, yet those which see them fsdl. 
Have scarce strength left to give them burial. 
Is not this true ? 
Dio. Our cheeks and hollow eyes do witness it 
Cle. O, let those cities, that of Plenty's cup 
And her prosperities so lai^ely taste, 
With their superfluous riots, bear these tears ! 
The misery of Tharsus may be theirs. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. Where's the lord governor? 

Cle. Here. 
Speak out thy sorrows which thou bring'st, in haste, 
For comfort is too far for us to expect. 

Lord. We have descried, upon our neigfabourii^ 
shore, 
A portly sail of ships make hitherward. 

Cle. 1 thought as much. 
One sorrow never comes, but brings an heir. 
That may succeed as his inheritor; 
And so in ours : some neighbouring nation. 
Taking advantage of our misery. 
Hath stufi'd these hollow vessels with their power,S 
To beat us down, the which are down already; 
And make a conquest of unhappy me, 
Whereas no gloiy's got to overcome. 

Lord. That's the least fear : for, by the semblance 
Of their white flags displayed, they bring us peace. 
And come to us as favourers, not as foes. 

Cle. Thou speak'st like him 's untutor'd to repeat. 
Who makes the fairest show, means most deceit. 



(1) Nurse fondly. 



(2) Forces. 
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But bring they what they will, what need we fear? 

The ground's the low'st, and we are half way there. 

Go tell their general, we attend him here. 

To know for what he comes, and whence he comes, 

And what he crares. 
Lord, IgOyrojlord. [Exit 

Cle. Welcome is peace, if he on peace consist •* 

If wars, we are unable to resist. 

Enier Pericles, with Attendants, 

Per, Lord governor, for so we hear you are. 
Let not our ships and number of our men. 
Be, like a beacon fir'd, to amaze your eyes. 
We have heard your miseries as far as Tyre, 
And seen the desolation of your streets : 
Nor come we to add sorrow to your tears, - • 

But to relieve them of their heavy load ; 
And these our shijM you happily^ nu^ think 
Are, like the Trojan horse, war-stuff *d within, 
With bloody views, expecting overthrow. 
Are stor'd with com, to make your needy bread. 
And give them life, who are hunger-starv'd, half 
dead. 

All, The gods of Greetce protect you ! 
And weMl pray for you. 

Per. Rise, I pray you, rise ; 

We do not look for reverence, but for love. 
And harbourage for ourself, our ships, and men. 

Cle. The which when any shall not gratify. 
Or pay you with unthankfuLness in thought. 
Be it our wives, our children, or ourselves. 
The curse of Heaven and men succeed their evils ! 
Till when (the which, I hope, shall ne'er be seen,) 
Your grace is welc<Hne to our town and us. 

Per. Which welcome we'll .accept ; feast here 
a while. 
Until our stars that frown, lend us a smile. [Exe, 

fl) If he stands on peace. (2) Perhaps. 
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ACT II. 

Enter Gower. 

Gow. Here have you seea a mighty king 
His child, I wis,' to incest bring ; 
A bett^ prince, and benign lord, 
Prove awful bodi in deed and word. 
Be quiet then, as men should be. 
Till he hath passM necessity. 
1*11 show you those in trouble's reign, 
Losing a mite, a mountain gain. 
The good in conversation^ 
(To whom I give my benizon,^) 
Is still at Tharsus, where eadi maii 
Thinks all is writ he spoken can : 
And, to remember what he does. 
Gild his statue glork>us : 
But tidings to the contrary 
Are brought your eyes ; what need speak I ? 

Dvmb show. Enter at one door Pericles, talking 
with Cleon ; all the train with them. Enter at 
another door, a Gentleman with a letter to Per- 
icles; Pericles shows the letter to Cleon; then 
gives the Messenger a reward^ and knights him. 
Exeunt Pericles, Cleon, ^c. severally. 

Gow. Good Helicane hath staid at home. 
Not to eat honey, like a drone. 
From others* labours ; forth he strive 
To killen bad, keep good alive ; 
And, to fulfil his prince' desire. 
Sends word of all that haps in Tyre : 
How Thaliard came full bent with sin, 
And hid intent, to murder him ; 
And that in Tharsus was not best 
Longer for him to make his rest : 

(1) Know. (2) t. e. Conduct, behaviour. 

(3)r ■ 
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He knowing so, put ibrth to seas, 

"Where when men been, there's seldom case ; 

For now the wind b^ns to blow ; 

Thunder above, and deeps belo%T, 

Maie such unquiet, that the ship 

Should house him safe, is wrecked and split ; 

And he, good prince, having all lost, 

By waves from coast to coast is toet : 

All perishen of man, of pelf, 

Ne aught escapen but himself; 

Till fortune, tirM with doing bad, 

Threw him ashore, to give him glad : 

And here he comes : what shall be next. 

Pardon old Gower : this long's the text [Ex. 

SCEJ^E /.— Pentapolis. ^n open place by ih4 
sea-side. Enter Pericles, toet. 

Per. Yet cease rour ire, ye angry stars of heaven ! 
Wind, rain, and thunder, remember, earthly man 
Is but a.substance that must yield to you ; 
And I, as fits my nature, do obey you ; 
Alas, the sea hath cast me on the rocks, 
Wash'd me from shore to shore, and left me breath 
Nothing to think on, but ensuing death*: 
Let it suffice the greatness of vour powers. 
To have bereft a prince of all his fortunes ; 
And having thrown him from j-our wat'ry grave, 
Here to have death in peace, is all heMl crave. 

Enter three Fishermen. 

IFish. What,ho,Pilche! 

2 Fish. Ho ! come, and bring away the nets. 
1 Fish. What, Patch-breech, I say .' 

3 Fish. What say you, master f 

1 Fish. Look how thou stir rest now ! come away, 
or I'll fetch thee with a wannion. 

3 Fish. 'Faith, master, I am thinking of the pool 
men that were cast away before us, even now. 

1 Fish. Alas, poor souls, it griev'd my heart to 
bear what pitiful criet tbey made to ut, to help 
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them, when, weH-a-daj, we could scarce help our- 
selves. 

3 Fish. Nay, master, said not I as much, whofi 
I saw the porpus, how he bounced and tumbled? 
they say, they are half fish, half flesh; a plague on 
them, they ne*er come, but I look to be wash*d. 
Master, 1 marvel how the fishes live in the sea. 

1 Fish. Why, as men do a-land ; the great ones 
eat up the little ones : I can compare our rich mi- 
sers to nothing so fitly as to a whale ; 'a plays and 
tumbles, driving the poor fry before him, and at 
last devours them all at a mouthful. Such whales 
have I heard on a*the land, who never leave gaping, 
till theyVe swallowed the whole parish, church, 
steeple, bells and all. 

Per. A pretty moral 

3 Fish. But, master, if I had been the sexton, I 
would have been that day in the belfry. 

2 Fish. Why, man? 

3 Fish. Because he should have swalloiy*d me 
too: and when I had been in his belly, I would 
have kept such a jangling of the bells, that he 
should never have left, tiU he cast bells, steeple, 
church, and parish, up again. But if the good 
king Simonides were of my mind — '— 

Per. Simonides! 

3 Fish. We would purge the land of these drones, 
that rob the bee of her honey. 

Per. How from the finny subject of the sea 
These fishers tell the infirmities of men ; 
And from their watery empire recollect 
All that may men approve, or men detect ! 
Peace be at your labour, honest fishermen. 

2 Fish. Honest i gpod fellow, what's that? if it 
be a day fits you, scratch it out of the calendar, 
and nobody will look after it. 

Per. Nay, see, the sea hath cast upon your coast — 

2 Fish. What a drunken knave was the sea, to 
cast thee in our way ! 

Per. A man whom both the waters and the wind. 
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ki that vast tennis-court, hsth made the ball 
For them to play upon, entreats jou pity him ; 
He asks of tou, that never us*d to bc^. 

1 Fish. No, friend, cannot you b^? here's them 
in our country of Greece, gets more with beggings, 
than we can do with working. 

2 Fish. Canst thou catch any fishes then? 
Per. I never practised it. 

2 Fish. Nay, then thou wilt starve sure ; for 
here's nothing to be got now a-days, unless thou 
canst fish for't 

Per. What I have been, I have forgot to know ; 
But what I am, want teaches me to think on ; 
A man shrunk up with cold : my veins are chill, 
And have no more of life, than may suffice 
To ^ive my tongue that heat, to ask your help ; 
Whioh if you s^ll refuse, when I am dead, 
For I am a man, pray see me buried. 

1 Fish. Die, quoth-a ? Now gods forbid ! I have 
a gown -here ; come, put it on ; keep thee warm. 
Now, afore me, a handsome fellow ! Come, thou 
shalt go home, and we'll have flesh for holidays, 
fish for fasting-days, and moreo'er puddings and 
flap-jacks,i and thou shalt be welcome. 

Per. I thank you, sir. 

2 Fish. Hark you, my friend, you said you could 
not beg. 

Per. I did but crave. 

2 Fish, But crave.? Then I'll turn craver too, 
and so I shall 'scape whipping. 

Per. Why, are all your b^gars whipp'd then f 

2 Fish. O, not all, my frieiwi, not all ; for if all 
your beggars were whipp'd, I would wish no bet- 
ter office, than to be beadle. But, master, I'll go 
draw up the net I Exeunt two of the Fishermen. 

Per. How well tnis honest mirth becomes their 
labour! 

(1) Pancakes. 
VOL. VII. 2 D 
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1 Fish, Hark you, sir; do yoa know where yoa 
are? 

Per. Not well. 

1 Fish, Why, I'll tell jou : this is called Pentapo- 
lis, and our king, the good Simonides. 

Per. The go(S king Siinonides, do you call him ? 

1 Fish. Ay, sir ; and he deserves to be so call*d, 
for his peaceable reign, and good government. 

Per. He is a happy king, since mMn his subjects 
He gains the name of good, by his government 
How far is his court distant from this shore ? 

1 Fish. Marry, sir, half a day's journey ; and I'll 
tell you, he hath a fair daughter, and to-morrow is 
her birth-day ; and there are princes and knights 
come from all parts of the world, to just and tour- 
ney' for her love. 

Per. Did but my fortunes equal my desires, 
I'd wish to make one there. 

1 Fish. O, sir, things must be as thcTmay ; and 
what a roan cannot get, he may lawfully deal for — 
liis wife's soul. 

Re-enter the two Fishermen, drawing up a net 

2 Fish. Help, master, help; here's a fish han^ 
in the net, like a poor man's right in the law ; 'twill 
hardly come out Ha ! bots on't, 'tis come at last, 
and 'tis tum'd to a rusty armour. 

Per. An armour, friends I I pray you, let me 
see it. 
Thanks, fortune, yet, that after all my crosses. 
Thou giv'st rae somewhat to repair myself; 
And, though it was mine own, part of mine heritage. 
Which my dead father did bequeath to me, 
With this strict charge (even as he left his life,) 
Keep it, my Pericles, it hath been a shield 
^Twixt me and death (and pointed to this tnrace :3) 
For that it sav^d me, keep tt ,* in like necessity, 
Which gods protect thee/rom ! it may defmdihe^ 

(1) To tilt, mock-fight (2) Amour for the aim. 
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It kept where I kept, I so clearly lov'd it ; 
mi the rough seas, that spare not any man, 
Took it in rao;e, though, ca1m*d, tbeygire*t again: 
I liMnk thee kur't ; tny !^ipwreck*s now no ill. 
Since I have here my father's gifit by will. 

1 Fish. What mean you, sir ? 

Per. To beg of you, kind friends, this coat of 
worth, 
For it was sometime target to a king , 
I know it by this mark. He lovM me dearly. 
And for his sake, I wish the having of it ; 
And that youM guide me to your sovereign's court. 
Where withH I may appear a gentleman ; 
And if that ever my low fortunes better, 
111 pay vour bounties ; till then, rest your debtor. 

1 Fim. Why, wilt thou tourney for the lady f 

Per, I'll show the virtue I have borne in arms. 

1 Fish. Why, do ye take it, and the gods give 
thee good on't ! 

2 Fish. Ay, but hark you, my friend ; 'twas we 
that made up this gannent through the rough seams 
of the waters : th^ are certain coodolements, cer- 
tain vails. 1 hope, sir, if you thrive, you'll remem- 
ber from whence you had it 

Per. Believe't, I will. 
Now, by your furtherance, I am cloth'd in steel ; 
And spite of all the rupture of the sea, 
This jewel holds his bidding^ on my arm ; 
Unto thy value will I mount myself 
Upon a courser, whose delightful steps 
Shall make the gazer joy to see him tread. — 
Only, my friend, I yet am unprovided 
Of a pair of bases.3 

2 Fish. We'll sure provide : thou shalt have my 
b^t gown to make thee a pair ; and I'll brtng thee 
to the court myself. 

Per. Then honour be but a gaol to my will ; 
This day I'll rise, or else add ill to ill. [Exeunt 

(1) Keeping. (2) A kind of loose breeches 
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SCE^E U.^Tht game. A puhUe way, or plaU 
/bm, leading to the UsU. A paviUon by Hu 
tide of it, for the reception qf Vu Kingy Prvu 
cess, Ijordt, 4"^. Enter Sinaoaide^ Tbaiaa, 
Lordtf and Attendants. 

Sim, Are the knights ready to begin the triumph ? 

1 Lord. They are, my liege ; 
And stay your coming to present themselves. 

SUm. Iu3tum them,^ we are ready; and our 
daughter, 
In honour of whose birth these triumphs are. 
Sits here, like beaut^^s child, whom nature gat 
For men to see, and seeing wonder at 

[Exit a Lord. 

Thai. It pleascth you, my father, to express 
My commendations great, whose merit's less. 

Sim. 'Tis fit it should be so ; for princes are 
A model, which heaven makes like to itself: 
As jewels lose their glory, if neglected, 
So princes their renown, if not respected. 
*Tis now your h^iour, daughter, to explain 
The labour of each knight, in his device.^ 

Thau Which, to preserve mine honour, Fll per- 
form. 

Enter a Knight ; he passes over the stage, and his 
Squire presents his shield to the Princess. 

Sim. Who is the first that doth prefer* himself? 

Thai A knight of Sparta, my renowned father; 
And the device he bears upon his shield 
Is a black iEthiop, reaching at the sun ; 
The word,< JOux tua vita mihi. 

Sim. He loves you well, that holds his life of yoa 
[The second Knight passes. 
Who is the second, that presents himself.^ 

(1) i. e. Retnm them notice. 

(2) Emblem on a shield. (3) Offer. 
(4) The motto. 
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ThaL A prince of Maoedon, my rcnral father; 
And the device he bears upon his shield 
Is an armM kni^t, that's conquer*d bv a lady : 
The motto thus, in Spanish, Piu per duicura qu4 
ptr/uerga. • [The third Knight passes, 

Sim, And what's the third f 

Ti'iai. The third, of Antioch ; 

And his device, a wreath o( chivalry : 
The word, Mepompaprovexit apex. 

[The fourth Knight passes. 

Sim. What is the fourth? 

Thai. A burning torch, that's turned upside dmvn: 
The word, Quod me alit, me extinguit. 

Sun, Which shows that beauty hath his. power 
and will, 
Which can as well inflame, as it can kill. 

[ Thejiflh Knight passes. 

TTuU. The fiAh, a hand environed with clouds; 
Holding out gold, that's by the touchstone tried ; 
The motto thus, Sic spectanda fides. 

[The sixth Knight passes. 

Sim. And what's the sixth and last, which the 
knight himself 
With such a graceful courtesy deliver'd ? 

Thai. He seems a stranger ; but his present is 
A wither'd branch, that's only green at top ; 
The motto. In hac spe vivo. 

Sim. A pretty iporal ; 
From the dejected state wherein he is, 
He hopes by you his fortunes yet may flourish. 

1 Lord. He had need mean better than his out- 

ward show 
Can any way speak in his just commend : 
For, by his rusty outside, Ke appears 
To have practis'd more the wnipstock,^ than th<* 

lance. 

2 Lord. He well may be a stranger, for he comet 

(1) t. e. More by sweetness than by force. 

(2) Handle of a whip. 
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To an bononrM trioinph, strangely fumisbecl. 

3 Lord. And on set purpose let his aimottr nut, 
UntH this day, to scour it in the dust. 

•Sim. Opinion^s but a fool, that makes us scan 
The outward habit by the inward man. 
But stay, the knights are coming ; we^ll withdi^w 
Into the gallery. [Exeunt. 

[Great shouts, and aU cry, The mean knight ! 

SCEJVE III— The same. A hall of state.— A 
banquet prepared. Enter Simonides, Thaisa, 
Lords, Knights, and Attendants, 

Sim. Knights, 
To say you are welcOTfie, were superfluous. 
To place upon the volume of your deeds, 
As in a title-page, your worth in arms. 
Were more than you expect, or more than's fit. 
Since eveiy worth in show commends itself. 
Prepare for mirth, for mirth becomes a feast : 
You are my guests. 

Thai. But you, my knight and guest ; 

To whom this Wreath of victory I give, 
And crown you king of this day*s happiness. 

Per. 'Tis more by fortune, lady, than by merit. 

Sim. Call it by what you will, the day is 
yotirs; 
And here, I hope, is none that envies it. 
In framing artists, art hath thus decreed, 
To make some good, but others to exceed ; 
And you're her laboured scholar. Come, queen 

o^lhe feast 
(For, daughter, so you are,) here take your place: 
Marshal the rest, as they deserve their g^ce. 

Knights. We are honourM much by good Simcui- 
ides. 

Sim. Your presence glads our days ; honour we 
love, 
For who hates honour, hates the gods above. 

Marsh. Sir, yond*s your place. 

Pen Some other is more fit 



J 
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1 Knight. Contend not, sir; for we are gentU- 
men, 
That neither in our hearts, nor outward ejes, 
Envy the great, nor do the low despise. 

Per. You are right courteous knights. 

Sinu Sit, sit, sir ; sit. 

Per. By Jove, I wonder, that is king of thoughts, 
These cates resist me,' she not thought upon. 

Thai. By Juno, that is queen 
Of marriage, all the viands that I eat 
Do seem unsavoury, wishing him my meat ; 
Sure he*s a gallant gentleman. 

Sim. He's but 

A country gentleman ; 

He has done no more than other knights have done ; 
Broken a staff, or so ; so let it pass. 

Thai. Tome he seems like diamond to glass. 

Per. Yon king^s to me, like to my father's pic- 
ture. 
Which tells me, in that glory once he was ; 
Had princes sit, like stars, about his throne, 
And ne the sun, for them to reverence. 
None that beheld him, but, like lesser lights, 
Did vaiP their crowns to his supremacy ; 
Where now his son's a glow-worm in the niglit, 
The which hath fire in darkness, none in light ; 
Whereby 1 see that time's the king of men, 
For he's their parent, and he is their grave. 
And gives them what he will, not what they crave 

iSim. What, are you merry, kniujhts? 

1 Knight. Who can be otiier, in this tow^ pre 
sence f ^^ 

Sim. Here, with a cup that's s'or'd unto the brim 
(As you do love, fill to your mintress' lips,) 
We drink this health to you. 

Knights. We thank your grace 

Sim. Yet pause a while ; 

(1) t. e. These delicacies go against my stomach 

(2) Lower. 
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Ton knigfat, mftthinlw, doth sit too roelanchol/. 
As if the entertainment in our court 
H&d not a tAxm might countervail his worth. 
Note it not you, Tlwisa ? 

2%ai. What is it 

To me, my &ther ? 

Sim. O, attend, my daughter ; 

Princes, in this, diould live like gods aw>ve. 
Who freely give to eveiy one that comes 
To honour them : and princes, not doinff so. 
Are like to gnats, which make a sound, but kilPd 
Are wonde^d at 

Therefore to makers entrance more sweet, here say, 
We drink this standing bowl of wine to him. 

Thai, Alas, my father, it befits not me. 
Unto a stranger knight to be so bold ; 
He may my proffier take for an offence. 
Since men take women's gifts for impudence. 

Sim. How! 
Do as I bid you, or you*ll move me else. 

Thai Now, by the gods, he could not please 
me better. [Aside, 

Sim. And further tell him, we desire to know. 
Of whence he is, his name and parentage. 

Thau The king my father, sir, has drunk to you. 

Per. I thank hun. 

Thai. Wishing it so much blood unto your life. 

Per, I thank both him and you, and pledge him 
freely. 

TTuii. And further he desires to know of you, 
0(jg^ance you are, your name and parenta^ 

n^A gentleman of Tyre — (my name,PericIiMt 
My education being in arts and arms ;)— 
Who, looking for adventures in the world. 
Was by the rough seas refl of ships and ro^ 
And, after shipwreck, driven upon this sfaore. 

7%ai. He thanks your grace ; names himself 
Pericles, 
A gentleman of Tyre, who only by 
Misfortune of the seas has been bereft 
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Of ships and men, and cast upon this shore. 

Sim. Now by the gods, I pity his misfortune. 
And will awake him from his melancholy. 
Come, gentlemen, we sit too long on trifles. 
And waste the time, which looks for other revels. 
Even in your armours, as you are address'd,! 
Will very well become a soldier's dance. 
I will not have excuse, with saying, this 
Loud music is too harsh for ladies' heads ; 
Since they love men in arms, as well as beds. 

[The KnighU dauce. 
So, this was well ask'd, 'twas so well perfonn'd. 
Come, sir; 

Here is a lady that wants breathing too : 
And I have often heard, you knights of Tyre 
Are excellent in making ladies trip; 
And that their measures^ are as excellent. 

Per, In those that practise them, they are, my 
lord. 

Sim. O, that's as moch, as you would be deny'd 
[The Knights and Ladies dance. 
Of your foir courtesy.— Unclasp, unclasp ; 
Thanks, gentlemen, to all ; all have done well. 
But you toe best. [2b Pfericles.] P&ges and lights, 

ccHiduct 
These kni^ts unto their several lodgings: Yours, 

sir, 
We have given orders to be next our own. 

Per. I am at your grace's pleasure. 

iStf?i. Princes, it is too late to talk of love. 
For that's the mark I know ^ou level at : 
Therefore each one betake him to his rest ;' 
To-morrow, all for speeding do their best [Exe. 

SCBU^E JK—Tyre. A room in the Governor's 
house. Enter Helicanus and Escanes. 
Hd. No, no, my Escanes; know this of me,— 
Antiochus from incest liv'd not free; 



(1) Prepared for combat 



(2) Dances. 
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For which, tiie most high godt not mindtn^ longer 

To withhold the vengeance that they had in store, 

Due to this heinous capital offence. 

Even in the height ana pride of all his gloiy, 

When he was seated, and his daughter with him, 

In a chariot of inestimable value, 

A fire from heaven came, and shmelPd up 

Their bodies, even to loathing; for thev so stunk, 

That all those eyes adorM them,^ ere their &11, 

Scorn now their hand should give them burial. 

Esca. 'Twas very strange. 

HeL And yet but just ; for though 

This king were great, his greatness was no gmrd 
To barl]^aven*8 shaft, bttt«ia hitd his rewara. 

Esca, 'Tis very true. 

Enter three Lords. 

1 Lord. See, not a man in private conference. 
Or council, has respect with him but he. 

2 Lord. It shall no longer grieve without reproof. 

3 Lord. Follow nke then : Lord Helicane, a word. 
Hel. With me f and welcome: Happy day, ndy 

brds. 
1 Lord. Know that our griefs are risen to the top, 
And now at length they overflow their banks, 
//e^ Your griefs, for what? wrong not the prince 

you love. » 

1 Lord. Wrong not yourself then, noble Helicane; 
But if the prince do live, let us salute him, 

Or know what ground^s made happy by his breath. 
If in the world he live, we*ll seek him out; 
If in his grave he rest,weMl find him there; 
And be resolv*d,2 he lives to govern us. 
Or dead, gives cause to nooom his funeral. 
And leaves us to our free election. 

2 Ijord. Whose death's, indeed, the strongest in 

our censure:^ 



(1) Which adored them. 
(3) Judgment, opinion. 



(2) Satisfied. 



digitized by Google 



Seme r. PRINCE OF TYRE. 427 

And knowing this kingdom, if without a head 
(Like &;ood!y buildings left without a roof,) 
Will soon to ruin fall, your noble self^ 
That best know^st how to rule, and how to reign, 
We thus submit unto^— our sovere^n. 

JIIL Live, noble Helicane ! 

Hel. Try honour*s cause, forbear your suffrages: 
If that y(Hi love prmce Pericles, forbear. 
Take I your wish, I leap into the seas, 
Where*s hourly trouble for a minute's ease. 
A twelvemonth longer, let me then entreat you 
To forbear choice iUhe absence of your king ; 
If in which time expired, he not return, 
I shall with aged patitoce bear yoiir yc^e. 
But if I cannot wm you to this love ; 
Go search like noblemen, like noble subjects. 
And in your search spend your adventurous worth , 
Whom if you find, and win unto return. 
You shall like diamonds sit about his crown. 

1 Lord. To wisdom he's a fool that will not yield ; 
And, since lord Helicane enjoineth us, 
W^e with our travels will endeavour it. 

Hel, Then you love us, we you, and we'll clasp 
hamk; 
When peers thus knit, a kingdom ever stands. 

[Exeunt 

SCEJSTE F".— Pentapolis. A room in the palace. 
Enter Simonides, reading a letter^ the Knights 
meet him. 

1 Knight. Good morrow to the good Simonides. 
Smt. Kni^ta, from toy daughter this I Ict^ou 

know. 
That for this twelvemonth, she'll not undertake 
A married life. 

Her reason to herself is only known. 
Which from herself by no means can I get. 

2 Kni^t. May we not get access to her, my lord? 
Sitn* 'Faith, by no nneans \ she hath so strictly 

tied hei 
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To ber chamber, that it is impossible. 
One tweke moons more she*ll wear Diana*8 liveiy; 
This by the e^e of Cjnthia hath she vow*d. 
And on her ni^n honour will not break it 

3 Knight. Though loath to bid farewell, we take 
our leases. [ElxeunL 

Sim. So 
They're well despatched; now to my daughter's 

letter: 
She tells me here, she'll wed the straneer knight, 
Or never more to view nor day nor light. 
Mistress, 'tis well, your choice agrees with mine; 
I like that well : — nay, bow absolute she's in't. 
Not minding whether I di^ke or no ! 
Well, I commend her cbcHce ; 
And will no longer have it be delay'd. 
Soft, here he comes : — I must dissemble it 

Enter Pericles. 

Per. All fortune to the good Simonides I 

Sim. To you as much, sir ! I am beholden toyoo, 
For your sweet music this last night : my ears, 
I do protest, were never better f&i 
With such delightful pleasing harmony. 

Per. It is your grace's pleasure to commend; 
Not my desert 

Sim, Sir, you are music's master. 

Per. The worst of all her scholars, my good lord. 

Sim, Let me ask one thing. What do you think, 
sir, of 
My daughter? 

Per, As of a most virtuous princess. 

Sim, And she is faif too, is she not ? 

Per. Am a fair day in summer; wond'rous iair. 

Sim, Mr daughter, sir, thinks veiy well of you ; 
Ay, so well, sir, that you must be her master, 
Aiid she'll your scholar be ; therefore, look to it 

Per. Unworthy I to be her schoolmaster. 

Stm, She thinks not so ; peruse this writine else. 

Per, What's here! 
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A letter, that she loves the knight of Tjrre ? 

*Tis the king^s subtilty, to have my life. \A9id/L 

O, seek not to intrap, my gracious lord, 

A stranger and distressed gentleman, 

That never aimM so high, to love your daughter, 

But bent all offices to honour her. 

<Stm. Thou hast bewitchM my daughter, and thou 
art 
A villam. 

Per. By the gods, I have not, sir. 
Never did thcMight of mine levy offence ; 
Nor never did m^ actions yet commence 
A deed might gain her love, or your displeasure. 

Sim. Traitor, thou liest. 

Per. Traitor ! 

Sim. Ay, traitor, sir. 

Per, Even in his throat (unless it tie the king,) 
That calls me traitor, I return the lie. 

Sim. Now, by the gods, I do applaud his cou- 
rage. \A9id1e 

Per. My actions are as noble as my thoughts 
That never relishM oi a base descent 
I came unto your court, for honour's cause. 
And not to.be a rebel to her state ; 
And he that otherwise accounts of me. 
This sword shall prove he's honouc^'s enemy. 

Sim. No!— 
Here comes my daughter, she can witness it 

Enter Thaisa. 

Per. Then, as you are as virtuous as fair. 
Resolve your angry father, if my tongue 
Did e'er solicit, or my hand sulracribe 
To any syllable that made love to you ? 

Thai. Why, sir, say if you had. 
Who takes o&ince at that would make me glad ? 

Sim. Yea, mistress, are vou so peremptory ? — 
I am glad of it with all my heart [Aside^ V\\ tamt 

you; 
111 bring you in subjection. — 
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Will you, not having my consent, bestow 
Your love and your affections on a stranger? 
(Who, for aught 1 know to the contrary, 
Or think, may be as great in blood as 1) [Aside. 
Hear, therefore, mistress; frame your will to mine, — 
And you, sir, bear you. — Either be rulM by me, 
Or I will make you — man and wife. — 
Nay, come; your hands and lips must seal it too.— 
And being joinM, IMl Ihus your hopes destroy ;• 
- ' - " ■ ■ jf,— Go ' * 



And for a forther grief, — God give you joy I 
What, are you both pleased f 

Thai. Yes, if vou love me, sir. 

Per. Even as my life, my blood that fosters it. 

Sim. What, are you both agreed ? 

Both. Yes, 'please your majesty. 

Sim. It pleaseth me so well, PU see you wed ; 
Then, with what haste you can, get you to bed. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT III. 

Enter Cower. 

Gow. Now sleep yslakedi hath the rout; 
No din but snores, the house about. 
Made louder t>y the o'er-fed breast 
Of this most pompous marriage*feast 
The cat, with eyne of burning coal. 
Now couches *fore the mouse's hole ; 
And crickets sing at th' oven's mouth. 
As the blither for their drouth. 
Hrmen hath brought the bride to bed, 
Where, by the loss of maidenhead, 
A babe is moulded ; — Be attent, 
And time that is so briefly spent, 
With your fine fancies quaintly eche ;3 
What's dumb in show, I'll plain with speech. 

(1) Quenched. (2) Eke out. 
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Dvmbihow. 

Enter Pericles and Simonides at one door^ with 
Attendants ; a Messenger meets him, kneehy and 
gives Pericles a letter. Pericles shows it to Simon- 
ides; the Lords kneel to the former. Then enter 
Thaisa toith child, and Lychonda. Simonides 
shows his davghter the letter ; she rejoices : .she 
and Pericles take leave of her father, and de- 
part. Then Simonides, Sfc. retire. 

Gow. By many a deara^ and painful perch,' 
Of Pericles tbe careful search. 
By the four opptosing^ coignes,* 
Which the world tc^ether joins, 
Is made, with all due diligence. 
That horse, and sail, and high expense. 
Can stead the quests. At last from Tyi-e 
(Fame answering the most strong inquire,) 
To the court of king Simonides 
Are letters brought ; the tenor these : 
Antiochus and his daughter's dead; 
The men of Tyrus, on the head 
Of Helicanus would set on 
The crown of Tyre, but he will none : 
The mutiny there be hastes t'appease : 
Says to them, if king Pericles 
Come not, in twice six moons, home. 
He obedient to their doom. 
Will take the crown. The sum of this, 
Brought hither to Pentapolis, 
Y-ravished tbe re^ons round. 
And every one with claps 'gan souira. 
Our heir apparent is a king : 
fTAo dream,% who thought of such a thing! 
Brief, he must hence depart to Tyre : 
His queen, with child, makes her desire 
(Which who shall cross ?) along to go ; 

(1) Lonely. (2) A measure. (3) Comew 
(4) Help, or assist the search. 
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(Omit we all their dole and wo ;) 

Lychorida, her nurse, she takes, 

And so to sea. Their vessel shakes 

On Neptune's billow ; half the flood 

Hath their keel cut ; but fortune's mood' 

Varies again ; the griizled north 

Disgorges such a tempest forth. 

That, as a duck for life that dives. 

So up and down the poor ship drives. 

The ladv shrieks, and, well-a-near !2 

Doth fall in travail with her fear : 

And what ensues in this fell storm. 

Shall, for itself, itself perform. 

I nilP relate ; action may 

Conveniently the rest convey . 

Which might not what by me is told. 

In y<rar imagination hold 

This stage, the ship, upon whose deck 

The sea-tost prince appears to speak. [Exit. 

SCEJVE I.— Enter Pericles, on a ship at sea. 

Per. Thou God of this great vast,* rebuke these 
surges, 
Which wash both heaven and hell ; and thou, that 

hast 
Upon the winds command, bind them in brass, 
Having call'd them tiom the deep! O still thy 

deaTning, 
Thy dreadful thunders ; gently quench thy nunble. 
Sulphureous flashes !— O now, Lychorida, 
How does my queen ? — Thou storm, thou ! venom- 

oftly* 
Wilt tliou spit all thyself ?— The seaman's whistle 
Is as a whisper in the ears of death. 
Unheard — Lychorida ! — Lucina,^ O 

(1) Disposition. 

(2) An exclamation equivalent to well-a-day. 

(3) I shall not (4) This wide expanse. 

(5) Maliciously. 

(6) The goddesd of child-bearing. 
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Di^inest patroneM, and midwife, gentle 
To tbo0e that ciy by night, convey 'thy deity 
Aboard oar dancing boat ; make swiR the pangs 
Of my queen's travaib ! — Now, Lycborida 

Enter Lychorida, wUh an infant. 

Lye. Here is a thing 
Too young for such a place, who if it had 
Conceiti would die as I am like to do. 
Take in your arms this piece of your dead queen. 

Per. How ! how, Lycborida ! 

Lye. Patience, eood sir ; do not assist the storm. 
Here's all that is left living of your queoi, — 
A little daughter ; for the sake of it, 
Be manly, and take comfort 

Per. O you gods! 

Why do you make us love your goodly gifts, 
And snatch them straight away .^ We, here below. 
Recall not what wc give, and therein may 
Vie honour^ with yourselves. 

Lye. Patience, good sir. 

Even for this charge. 

Per. Now, mild may be thy life! • 

For a more blusterous birth had never babe : 
Quiet and gentle thy ccmditions I 
For thou*rt the rudeliest welcomed to this world. 
That e'er was prince's child. Happy what follows ! 
Thou hast as chiding* a nativity. 
As fire, air, tvater, eartib, and heaven can make, 
To herald thee from Ae womb : even at the first. 
Thy loss is more than can thy portage quit,< 
With all thou canst find here. — Now the good gods 
Throw their best eyes upon it ! 

Enter iv>o Sailors. 
1 SctiL What courage, sir? God save you. 

(1) Thought (2) Contend with you in honour 

(3) As noisy a one. 

(4) Than thy entrance into life can requite. 
VOL. VII. 8E 
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Per. Courage enough : I do not fear the flaw ;t 
It hath dode to nie the worst. Yet, for the love 
Of this poor infant, this fresh- new sea-farer, 
I would, it would be quiet 

1 iSoiZ. Slack the bolins^ there ; thou wilt not, 
wilt thou ? Blow, and split thyself 

2 SaxL But eea-rocan, an the brine and cloudy 
billow kiss the moon, I care not 

1 Sail. Sir, your queen must overboard ; the sea 
works high, the wind is loud, and will not lie, till 
the ship be cleared of the dead. 

Per. That^s your superstition. 

1 iSat'Z. Pardon us, sir ; with us at sea it still hath 
been observed; and we are strong in earnest, 
llierefore briefly yield her; for sIm must overboard 
straight 

Per. Be it as vou think meet. — Most wretched 
queen .* 

Lye. Here she lies, sir. 

Per. A terrible child-bed hast thou had, my dear, 
No light, no fire : the unfriendly elements 
Foi^ot thee utterly ; nor have I time 
.To give thee ballowM to thy grave, but straight 
Must cast thee, scarcely cdSinM, in the ooze; 
Where, for a monument upon thy bones. 
And aye-remaining3 lamps, the belching whale. 
And humming water must overwhelm thy corpse, 
Lying with simple shells. Lychorida, 
Bid Nestor bring me spices, ink, and paper; 
My casket, and my jewels ; and bid Nicander 
Bring me the satin a)fier : lay the babe 
Upon tlie pillow ; hie thee, whiles I say 
A priestly farewell to her : suddenly, woman. 

[JSaei/ Lychorida. 

2 Sat2. Sir, we have a chest beneath the hatches, 
caulkM and bitumM ready. 

Per. I thank thee. Mariner, say, what coast ia 
this.' 

(1) Blast. (2) BavoLma^ ropes of the nils. 
(3) Ever-burning. 
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2 Sail. We are near Tharsus. 

Per. Thither, gentle mariner. 
Alter thj course for Tyre. When canst thou reach it? 

2 Sail. By break of day, if the wind cease. 

Per. O make for Tharsus. 
There will I visit Cleon, for the babe 
Cannot hold out to Tyrus; there I'll lea?e it 
At careful nursing. Go thy ways, good mariner ; 
V\\ bring the body presently. [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E //.— Ephesus. A room in Cerimon's 
house. Enter Cerimon, a Servant, and some 
Persons who have been shipwrecked, 
Cer. Philemon, ho ! 

Enter Philemon. 

Phil. Doth my lord call ? 
Cer. Get fire and meat for these poor men ; 
It has been a turbulent and stormy night. 
Serv. 1 have been in many ; but such a night as 
this, 
Till now I ne'er endur'd. 

Cer. Your master will be dead ere you return ; 

There's nothing can be minister'd to nature, 

That can recover him. Give this to the 'pothecary, 

And tell me how it works. [7b Philemon. 

[Exeunt Philemon, Servant, amd those who 

had been shipwrecked. 

Enter i%oo Gentlemen. 

1 Geni. Good-morrow, sir. 

. 2 Gent. Good-morrow to your lordship. 

Cer. Gentlemen, 

Why do you stir so early f 

1 Gent. Sir, 
Our lodgings, standing bleak upon the sea, 
Shook, as me earth did quake ; 
The very principals) did seem to rend, 

(1) The principals are the strongest rafters io 
the roof of a building. 
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And all to topple ;i ^ure surprise and fear 
Made me to quit the house. 

2 Geni. That is the cause we trouble joa so 
early; 
'Tis not our husbandry .2 

Cer. O, vou say well. 

1 Gent. But \ much marvel that your lordship, 

having 
Rich tire* about vou, should at these early hoars 
Shake off the golden slumber of repose, 
it is most strange. 

Nature should U: so conversant with pain, 
Being thereto not compelPd. 

Cer. I held it ever. 

Virtue and cunning^ were endowments greater 
Than nobleness and riches : careless heirs 
May the two latter darken and expend ; 
But immortality attends the former, 
Making a man a god. 'Tis known, I ever 
Have studied physic, through which seci-et art, 
By turning o*er authorities, I have 
(Together with my practice,) made familiar 
To me and to my aid, the blest infusions 
That dwell in vegctives, in metals, stones; 
And I can speak of the disturbances 
That Nature^orks, and of her cures; which gives 

me 
A more content in course of true delight 
Than to be thirsty after tottering honour. 
Or tie my treasure up in silken bags. 
To please the fool and death. 

2 Gent. Your honour has through Ephesus poar*d 

forth 
Vour charity, and hundreds call themselves 
Your creatures, who bv you have been restored : 
And not your knowledge, personal pain, but even 

(1) Tumble. 

(2) t. e. Economical prodence, early rising. 

(3) Attire. (4) Knowledge. 
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Your purse, still opeD, hath built lord Cerimon 
Such strong renown as time shall never 

Enter two Servants toith a ehesL 

Serv. So; UA there. 
Cer, What is that? 

Serv. Sir, even now 

Did the sea toss upon our shore this chest ; 
'Tis o£ scNne wreck. 
Cer. Set 't down, let's look on it. 

2 Gent. 'Tis like a coffin, sir. 
Cer. Whatever it be, 

•Tis wcmdrous heavy. Wrench it open straight ; 
If the sea's stomach be o'ercharg'd with gold, 
It is a good ccmstraint of fortune, that 
It belches upon us. 
2 Crent. •Tis so, my lord. 

Cer. How close 'tis caulk'd and bitum*d ! — 
Did the sea cast it up? 

Serv. I never saw so huge a billow, sir. 
As toes'd it upon shore. 

Cer. Come, wrench it open ; 

Soft, soft ! — it smells most sweetly in my sense. 
2 Gent. A delicate odour. 
Cer. As ever hit my nostril ; so, — up with it 
O you most potent god .' what's here ? a corse ! 
1 Gent. Most strange ! 

Cer. Shrouded in cloth of state ; balm'd and en- 
treasur'd 
With bags of spices full ! A passport too ! 
Apollo, perfect me i'the characters ! 

[Unfolds a scroli. 
Here I give to understand, [Reads. 

(If e'er i/Us coffin drive a-land,) 
/, king Pericles, luive lost 
This queen, worth aU our mundane^ cost. 
Whojvnds her, give her burying. 
She was the daughter of a kmg : 

(1) Worldly. 
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Besides this treasure for afee^ 
The gods requite his charity! 
If thou Uv*f t, Pericles, thou hast a heart 
That even cracks for wo I — This chanced to-night 

2 Gent. Most likely, sir. 

Cer, Nay, certainly to-night; 

For look, how fresh she looks ! — They were too 

rough. 
That threw her in the sea. Make fire within ; 
Fetch hither all the boxes in my closet 
Death may usurp on nature many hours. 
And yet the fire of life kindle again 
The overpressed spirits. I have heard 
Of an E^ptian, had nine hours lien dead, 
Bj good appliance was recovered. 

Enter a Servant, with boxes, napkins, andjire. 
Well said, well said; the 6re and the cloths. — 
The rough and woful music that we have, 
Cause it to sound, *beseech you. 
The vial once more;— How thou stirr^st, thou 

block.'— 
The music there. — I pray you, give her air: — 
Gentlemen, 

This queen will live : nature awakes ; a warmth 
Breathes out of her ; she hath not been entranced 
Above five hours. See, how she 'gins to blow 
Into life's flower again I 

1 Gent, The heavens, sir, 

Through you, increase our wonder, and set up 
Your fame for ever. 

Oer. She is alive ; behold. 

Her eyelids, cases to those heavenly jewels 
Which Pericles hath lost, 
Begin to part their fringes of bright gold ; 
The diamonds of a most praised water 
Appear, to make the world twice rich. • O live. 
And make us weep to hear your fate, fair creature, 
Rare as you seem to be ! [She moves. 

ThaL O dear Diana, 
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Where am I? Where's my lord ? What world is this? 

2 Gent. Is not this strange ? 

1 Ctent, Most rare. 

Cer. Hu^, gentle neigbboars ; 

Lend me yoar bands : to the next chamber bear her. 
Get linen ; now this matter must be lookM to, 
For her relapse is mortal. Come, come, come ; 
And ^sculapius guide us ! 

[Exeunt, carrying Thaisa away. 

SCEJ^E ///.— Tharsus. A room in Cleon's 

Aot/^e. Enter Pericles, Cleon, Dionyza, Lycho- 

rida, and Marina. 

Per. M0stbonoar*d Cleon, I must needs be gone ; 
My twelve months are expir*d, and Tyrus stands 
In a litigious peace. You, and your lady, 
Take from my heart all thankfulness ! 'I^hc gods 
Make up the rest upon you ! 

Cle. Your shafts of fortune, though they hurt 
you mortally, 
Yet glance full wand*ringly on us. 

Dion. O Tour sweet queen ! 

That the strict fates had pleas'd you had brought 

her hither. 
To have blessM mine eyes ! 

Per. We cannot but obey 

The powers above us. Could I rage and roar 
As doth the sea she lies in, vet the end 
Must be as *tis. My babe Kfarina (whom. 
For she was born at sea, I have namM so,) hero 
I charge your charity withal, and leave her 
The infant of ^our care ; beseeching you 
To give h^r princelv training, that she may be 
MannerM as she is bom. 

Cte. Fear not, my lord : 

Your grace,^ that fi^d my country with your com 
(For which the people's prayers still fall upon you,) 
Must in vour child be thought on. If neglection 
Should therein make me vile, the common body,3 

(1) Favour. (2) The common people. 
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By yon re)tev*d, would force ine to 1117 duty : 
But if to that my nature need a spur. 
The gods revenge it upon me and mine, 
To tbe end of generation ! 

Per. I believe you ; 

Your hcxiour and your goodness teach me credit. 
Without your vows. Till she be married, madam. 
By bright Diana, whom we honour all, 
UnscissarM shall this hair of mine remain, 
Though I show will' in*L So I take my leave. 
Good madam, make me blessed in your care 
In bringing up my child. 

Dion, I have one myself^ 

Who shall not be more dear to my respect. 
Than yours, my lord. 

Per. Madam, my thanks and prayers. 

Cle. We'll bring your grace even to the edge 
o^the shore ; 
Then give you up to the mask*d Neptune,^ akid 
The gentlest winds of heaven. 

Per. I will embrace 

Your offer. Come, dear'st madam. — O, no tears, 
Lychorida, no tears : 

Look to your little mistress, on whose grace 
You may depend h^reafter.^— Come, my lord. 

[Exeunt 

SCEJVE in— Ephesus. ^ room in Cerimon*8 
house. Enter Cerimon and Thaisa. 

Cer. Madam, this letter, and some certain jewels. 
Lay with you in yoqr coffer : which are now 
At your command. Know you the character f 

Thai It is my lord's. 
That I was shippM at sea, I well remember« 
"Even on my yearning* time ; but whether there 
Delivered or no, by the holy gods, 

(1) App^r wilful, perverse by such conduct 
?2) Insidious waves that wear a treacheroos smile. 
(3) Groaning. 
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I cannot rightly saj : Bat since king Pericles, 
Mj wedded lord, 1 ne*er shall see again, 
A vestal livery will I take me to, 
And never more have joy. . 

Cer. Madam, if thb you purpose as you speak, 
Diana^s temple is not distant far, 
Where you may 'bide until your date expire. 
Moreover, if you please, a niece of mine 
Shall there attend you. 

Thai. My recompense is thanks, that's all ; 
Yet my good will is great, though the gift small. 

[Exeunt 



ACT IV. 

Enter Gower. 
Goto. Imagine Pericles at Tyre, 
Welcomed to his own desire. 
His woful queen leave at Ephess, 
To Dian there a votaress. 
Now to Marina bend your mind, 
Whom our fast growing scene must find 
At Tharsus, and by Cleon trained 
In music, letters ; who hath gained 
Of education all the grace. 
Which makes her both the heart and place 
Of general wonder. But alack ! 
That monster envy, oft the wrack 
Of earned praise, Marina's life 
Seeks to take off by treason's knife. 
And in this kind hath our Cleon 
One daughter, and a wench full grown. 
Even ripe for marriage fight ; this maid 
Highti Philoten: and it is said 
For certain in our story, she 
Would ever with Marina be : 

(1) Called. 
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Be*t when she weavM the sleidedi silk 

With fingers long, small, white as milk ; 

Or when she would with i^rp neeld^ wound 

The cambric, which she made more sound 

By hurting it ; or when to the lute 

She sunff, and made the night-bird mute. 

That still records^ with moan ; or when 

She would with rich and constant pen 

Vail to her mistress Dian ; still 

This Fhiloten contends in skill 

With absolute^ Marina : so 

With the dove of Paphos might the crow 

Vie feathers white. Marina gets 

All praises, which are paid as debts, 

And not as given. This so darks 

In Philoten all graceful marks. 

That Cleon's wife, with envy rare, 

A present murderer does prepare 

For good Marina, that her daughter 

Msg^t stand peerless by this slaughter. 

The sooner her vile thoughts to stead ; 

Lychorida, our nurse, is dead ; 

And cursed Dionyza hath 

The pregnant* instrument of wrath 

PrestS for this blow. The unborn event 

I do commend to your content : 

Only I carry winged time 

Post on the lame feet of my rhyme *, 

Which never could f so convey, 

Unless your thoughts went on my way. — 

Dionyza does appear, 

With Leonine, a murderer. [Exit 

SCEJVE /.— Tharsus. An open place near fht 
seashore. Enter Dionyza and Leonine. 

Dion. Thy oath remember ; thou hast sworn to 
do it : 

(1^ Untwisted. (2) Needle. (3) Sings. 
(4) Accomplished, perfect (5) Prepared. 
(6) Ready. 
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"Tig but a blow, which never shall be known. 
Thou canst not do a thing i*the world so soon, 
To yield thee so much profit. Let not conscience, 
Which is but cold, inflame love in thy bosom. 
Inflame too nicely ; nor let pity, which 
Even women have cast off*, melt thee, but be 
A soldier to thy purpose. 

Leon. V\\ do*t ; but yet she is a goodly creature. 

Dion. The fitter then the gods .shoulcl have her. 
Here 
Weeping she comes for her old nurse's death. 
Thou art resolvM ? 

Leon. I am resolvM. 

Enter Marina, with a basket of flowers. 

Mar. No, no, I will rob Tellus' of her weed. 
To strew thy green with flowers: the yellows, blues. 
The purple violets, and marigolds. 
Shall, as a chaplet, hang upon thy grave, 
While summer days do last Ah me ! poor maid, 
Bom in a tempest, when my mother died. 
This world to me is like a lasting storm, 
Whirring me from my friends. 

Dion. How now, Marina ! why do you keep 
alone ? 
How chance my daughter is not with you ? Do not 
Consume your blood with sorrowing : ycu have 
A nurse of me. Lord ! how your favourV chang'd 
With this unprofitable wo ! Come, come ; 
Give me your wreath of flowers. Ere the sea mar it, 
Walk forth with Leonine ;3 the air is quick there. 
Piercing, and sharpens well the stomach. Come ;— 
Leonine, take her by the arm, walk wiii her. 

Mar. No, I pray you ; 
I'll not bereave you of your servant 

Dion. Come, come , 

(1) The earth. (2) Countenance, look. 
(3) t. e. Ere the sea, by the coming in of the tide 
mar your walk. 
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I love the king your father, and yourself, 
With more tlwn foreign heart. We every day 
Expect him here : when he shall come, and find 
Our paragon to all reports, thus blasted, 
He will repent the breadth of his great voyage ; 
Blame both my lord and me, that we have ta*eii 
No care to your best courses. Go, I pray you, 
Walk, and be cheerful once again ; reserve 
That excellent complexion, which did steal 
The eyes of young and oldL Care not for me ; 
I can go home alone. 

Mar, Well, I will go; 

But yet I have no desire to it. 

Dion, Come, come, I know *tis good for you. 
Walk half an hour, Leonine, at the least ; 
Remember what I have said. 

Leon. I warrant you, madam. 

Dion. V\\ leave tou, my sweet lady, for a while; 
Pray you walk softly, do not heat your blood : 
What ! I must have a care of you. 

Mar, Thanks, sweet madam.— 

[Exit Diooyzal 
Is this wind westerly that blows ? 

Leon. South-west 

Mar, When I was bom, the wind was north. 

Lewi. Wast so? 

Mar. My father, as nurse said, did never fear, 
But cry'd, eood seamen! to the sailors, galling 
His kingly hands with hauling of the ropes ; 
And, clasping to the mast, endur'd a sea 
That ahnost burst the deck, and from the ladder- 

tackle 
Washed off a canvas-climber :* Ha / says one. 
Will out ? and, with a dropping industry. 
They skip from stem to stem : the boatswain whit- 
tles, 
The master calls, and trebles their confusioii. 

Leon, And when was this ? 

(1) A ship-boy. 
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Mar. It was when I was bom 

Never was waves nor wind more violent 

Zjeon. Come, say your prayers speedily. 

Mar, What mean you ? 

Leon. If you require a little space for prayer, 
I grant it : Pray ; but be not tedious. 
For the gods are quick of ear, and I am sworn 
To do my work with haste. 

Mar. Why, will you kill me? 

Leon. To satisfy my lady. 

Mar. Why woulfl she have me kill'd ^ 
Now, as I can remember, by my troth, 
I never did her hurt in all my life ; 
I never spake bad word, nor did ill turn 
To any living creature : believe me, la, 
I never killM a mouse, nor hurt a fly : 
I trod upon a worm against my will. 
But I wept for it. How have I offended, 
Wherein my death might yield her profit, or 
My life imply her danger? 

Leon. My commission 

Is not to reason of the deed, but do it. 

Mar. You will not do*t for all the world, I hope. 
You are well-favour'd, and your looks foreshow 
You have a gentle heart, i saw you lately, 
When you caught hurt in parting two that fought* 
Good sooth, it show'd well in you ; do so now : 
Your lady seeks my life ; come you between. 
And save Door me, the weaker. 

Leon. I am sworn. 

And will despatch. 

Enter Pirates, whilst Marina tf struggling. 

1 Pirate. Hold, villain ! [Leonine runs away, 

2 Pirate. A prize ! a prize! 

3 Pirate. Half-part, mates, half-part Come, 
let*8 have her aboard suddenly. 

[Exeunt Pirates unth Marina. 
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SCEJ^TE If. — The same. Re-enter Leonine. 

Leon. These roving thieves sen'c the great pi- 
rate Valdes ; 
And they have seizM Marina. Let her go : 
There's no hope she'll return. I'll swear she's dead. 
And thrown into the sea. — But I'll see further ; 
JPerhaps they will but please themselves upon her, 
Not carry her aboard. If she remain, 
Whom they have ravish'd, must by me be slain. 

[Exit. 

SCEJ^E ///.— Mitylene. A room in a brotheL 
Enter Pander, Bawd, and Boult. 

Pand. Boult. 

Boult. Sir. 

Pand. Search the market narrowly; Mitylene 
is full of gallants. We lost too much money this 
martf by being too wenchless. 

Bawd. We were never so much out of creatures. 
We have but poor three, and they can do no more 
than they can do ; and with continual action are 
even as good as rotten. 

Pand. Therefore let's have fresh ones, whate'er 
we pay for them. If there be not a conscience to 
be us'd in eveiy trade, we shall never prosper. 

Bawd. Thou say'st true : 'tis not the bringing 
up of poor baatp.rds, as I think 1 have brought up 
some eleven 

Boult. Ay, to eleven, and brought them down 
again. But shall I search the market .'* 

Bawd. What else, man ? The stuff we have, a 
strong wind will blow it to pieces, they are so piti- 
fully sodden. 

Pand. Thou say'st true ; they are too unwholo- 
some o'conscience. The poor Transilvanian is dead, 
that lay with the little baggage. 

Boult. Ay, she quickly poop'd him ; f^he made 
him roast meat for worms :— but I'll go search the 
market. [ Exit BoulL 
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PancL Three or four tbocnand cfieqaiBS were at 
pretty a propwtioa to live quietly, and so give over. 

Bawd. Why, to give over, I pray you ? is it a 
shame to get when we are old f 

Pand. O, our credit comes not m like the com- 
modity ; nor the commodity wages not with the 
danger ; therefore, if in our youths we could pick 
up sonje pretly estate, 'twere not amiss to keep our 
door hatched. i Besides, the sore terms we stand 
upon with the gods, will be strong with us forgiving 
over. 

Bawd, Come, other sorts offend as well as we. 

Pand. As well as we ! ay, and better too ; we 
oflfend worse. Neither is our profession any trade ; 
it*8 no calling ; — but here comes Boult. 

Enter the Pirates, a/uf Boult, dragging in Marina. 

Boult. Come your ways. [To Marina.] — My 
masters, you say she's a virgin .'' 

1 Pirate. O, sir, we doubt it not. 

Boult. Master, I have gone thorough^ for this 
piece, you see : if you like her, so ; if not, I have 
lost my earnest. 

Bawd. Boult, has she any qualities ? 

Boult. She has a good face, S|ieak3 well, and 
has excellent good clothes ; there's no further ne- 
cessity of qualities tan make her be refused. 

Bawd. What's her price, Boult ? 

Boult. I cannot be bated one doit of a thousand 
pieces. 

Pand. Well, follow me, my masters ; you shall 
have your money presently. Wife, take her in ; 
instruct her what sne has to do, that she may not 
be raw in her entertainment. 

[Exeunt Pander and Pirates. 

Bawd. Boult, take you the marks of her ; the 
colour of her hair, complexion, height, age, with 
warrant of her virginity ; and cry, He that will 

(I) t, «. Half-open, (^) Bid a high price for her. 
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give most shall have herjirst. Sach a maidenhead 
were no cheap thing, if men were as Ihey have been. 
Get this done as I command you. 

Boult. Performance shall follow. [Exit Boult 

Mar. Alack, that Leonine was so slack, so slow ! 
(He should have struck, not spoke ;) or that these 

pirates 
(iNot enough barbarous,) had not overboard 
Thrown me, to seek my mother ! 

Bawd' Why lament you, pretty one ? 

Mar. That I am pretty. 

Bawd. Come, the gods have done their part in 
you. 

Mar. I accuse them not 

Bated. You are lit into my hands, where you are 
like to live. 

Mar. The more my fault. 
To 'scape his hands, where I was like to die. 

Baioa. Ay-f and you shall live in pleasure. 

Mar. No. 

Bawd. Yes, indeed, shall you, and faste gentle- 
men of all fashions. You shall fare well ; you shall 
have the ditierence of all complexions. What! do 
jou stop your ears. ^ 

Mar. Are you a woman ? 

Baiod. What would you have me be, an I be 
not a woman f 

Mar. An honest woman, or not a woman. 

Bated. Marr)', whip thee, gosling : I think I shall 
have something to do with you. Come, you are a 
voung foolish sapling, and must be bowed as I would 
have you. 
. Mar. The gods defend me ! 

Baiod. If it please the gods to defend you by 
men, then men must comfort vou, men must feed 
you, men must stir you up. — Boull^s returned. 

Enter Boult. 

Now, sir, hasl tliou cried her through the market ? 
BoulL I have cried her almost (o the number of 
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her hairs ; I have drawn her picture wi(h my voice. 

Bawd. And I pr*ythee tell me, how dost thoa 
find the inclination of the people, especially of the 
younger sort ? 

Bmttt. *Faith, they listened tome, as they woald 
have hearkened to their father's testament Thera 
was a Spaniard's mouth so watered, that he went 
to bed to her very description. 

Bawd. We shall have nim here to-morrow with 
his best ruflf on. 

Boult. To-night, to-night. But, mistress, doyott 
know the French knight that cowers^ i'the hams .' 

Bawd. Who.^ monsieur Veroles ? 

Bmitt. Ay ; he offered to cut a caper at the pro- 
clamation ; but he made a groan at it, and swore 
he would see her to-morrow. 

Bawd. Well, well ; as for him, he brought his dis- 
ease hither : here he does but repair it. I know, 
he will come in our shadow, to scatter Jiis crowns 
in the sun. 

BmiU. Well, if we had of every nation a traveller, 
we should lodge them with this sign. 

Bawd. Pray you, come hither a while. You have 
fortunes coming upon vou. Mark me; you must 
seem to do that fearfully, which you commit wil- 
lingly ; to despise profit, where you have most gain. 
To weep that you live as you do, makes pity in your 
lovers : Seldom, but that pity begets you a good 
opinion, and that opinion a mere2 profit. 

Mar. I understand you not. 

Boult. O, take her home, mistress, take her 
home : these blushes of hers must be quenched with 
some present practice. 

Bawd. Thou say*st true, rfaith,-80 they must: 
for your bride goes to that with shame, which if 
her way to go with warrant. 

BouU. 'Faith some do, and some do not. But, 
mbtress, if I have bargained for the joint,— 

(1) Bends. (8) An absolute, a certain profit 
VOL. VII. 2 F 



Digitized by Google 



^a PERICLES, Aair. 

Bmod. Thou imy'st cot a monel off the spit 

BouU. I may so. 

Bawd. Who should deny it? Come, young oaef 
I like the manner of vour garments well. 

BouU. Ay, by my taith, they shall not be changed 
•yet 

Bawd. Boult, spend thou that in the town : re- 
port what a sojourner we have ; you^l lose nothing 
Dy :aslom. When nature framed this piece, die 
meant thee a good turn ; therefore say what a para- 
gon she is, and thou hast the harvest out of thine 
own .report 

Boult. I warrant yoq, mistress, thunder shall not 
•0 awake the beds of eels, as my giving out her 
beauty stir up the lewdly inclined. 1*11 bring home 
some to-night 

Bawd. Come your ways ; follow me. 

J\iar. If fires be hot, knives sharp, or waters deep, 
Untied I still my virgin knot will keep. 
Diana, aid my purpose ! 

Bawd. What have we to do with Diana? Pray 
you, will you go with us ? [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E /r.— Tharsus. A room in Cleon*s 
house. Enter Cleon and Dionyza. 

Dion. Why, are you foolish? Can it be undone? 

Cle. O Dionyza, such a piece of slaughter 
The sun and moon ne*er lookM upon i 

Dion. I think 

YouMI turn a child again. 

Cle, Were I chief lord of all the spacious world, 
I*d give it to undo the deed. O lady. 
Much less in blood than virtue, yet a princess 
To e(j|ual any single crown o*the earth, 
I*the justice of compare ! O villain Leonine, 
Whom thou hast poisonM too ! 
If thou had^st drunk to him, it had been a kindness 
Becoming well thy feat:^ what canst thon say, 

(JL) ue. Of a piece with the rest of thy exploit 
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When noble Pericles shall demand his child ? 

Dion. That she is dead. Nurses are not the fates, 
To foster it, nor ever to preserve. 
She died by night ; PU say so. Who can cross it ? 
Unless yoa play the impious innocent,^ 
And ^^p honest attribute, ciy out. 
She dieaby foul play. 

Ck. O, go to. Well, well, 

0( all the &alts beneath the heavens, the gods 
Do like this worst 

Dion. Be one of those, that think 

The petty wrens of Tharsus will fly hence. 
And open this to Pericles. I do shame 
To think of what a noble strain you are, 
And of how cowM a spirit 

CU. To such proceedii^ 

Who ever but his approbation added. 
Though not his pre^onsent, he did not flow 
Froorfhonourable courses. 

Dion. Be it so then : 

Yet none does know* but you, how she came dead ; 
Nor none can know. Leonine being gone. 
She did disdain my child, and sto^ between 
Her and her fortunes : None would look on her, 
But cast their gazes on Marina^s face ; 
Whilst ours was blurted at, and held a malkin,^ 
Not worth the time of day. It pierc'd me thorough ; 
And though you call my course unnatural. 
You not your child well loving, yet I find. 
It greets me, as an enterprise of kindness, 
Perform'd to your sole^ daughter. 

Cle. Heavens forgive it ' 

Dion. And as for Pericles, 
What ^ould he say i^ We wept after her hearse, 
And even yet we mourn : her monument 

(1) An innocent was formerly a common appel- 
lation for an idiot. 

(2) A coarse wench, not worth a good-morrow. 

(3) Only. 
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Is almost finish*d, and her epitaphs 
In glittering golden characters express 
A general praise to her, and care in as 
At whose expense *tis done. 

Cle, Thou art like the harpy, 

Which, io betraj, doth wear an angel's fi|pe, 
Seize with an eagle's talons. 

Dion. You are like one, that superstitiously 
Doth swear to the gods, that winter kills the flies ; 
But jet I know youUl do as I advise. [ExeunL 

Enter Gower, before the monument of Marina oi 
Tharsus. 

Goa. Thus time we waste, and longest leagues 

make short ; 
Sail seas in cockles, have, and wish but for*t ; 
Making! (to take your imagination,) 
P rmn bourn to boum,3 r^on to region. 
Ejr you being pardonM, we commit no crime 
T\) use one language in each several clime. 
Where our scenes seem to live, i do beseech you. 
To learn of me, who stand i'the gap to teach you 
The stages of our story. Pericles 
Is now again thwarting the wayward seas 
(Attended on by many a lord and knight,) 
To see his daughter, all his life's delight 
Old Escanes, whom Helicanus late 
Advanced in time to great and high estate, 
Is left to govern. Bear you it in mind, 
Old Helicanus goes along behind. 
Well-sailing ships, and bounteous winds, hav« 

brought 
This kin^ to Tharsus, (think his pilot thought ; 
So with his steerage shall your thoughts grow on,) 
To fetch his daughter home, who first is gone. 
Like motes and shadows see them move a while * 
Your ears unto ypur eyes I'll reconcile. 

(1) Travelling. 

(2) From one boundary to another. 



d by Google 



Scene IT, PRINCE OF TYKK 453 

Dumb show. Enter at one door, Pericles, wi^ 
his train f Cleon and Dionyza at the other. 
Cleon ahofws Pericles the tomb q/* Marina; where- 
at Pericles makes lamentation^ puts on sackcloth^ 
and in a mighty passion departs. Then Cleoo 
and Dionyza retire. 

CrCfW. See how belief may saffer by foul show ! 
This borrowM passion stands for true old wo ; 
And Pericles, in sorrow all devourM, 
With sighs shot through, and biggest tears o*er- 

shower'd, 
Leaves Tharsus, and again embarks. He swears 
Never to wash his face, nor cut his hairs ; 
He puts on sackcloth, and to sea. He bears 
A tempest, which his mortal vesscU tears, 
And yet he rides it out Now please you wit^ 
The epitaph is for Marina writ 
By wickea Dionyra. 

[Rtade the inscription on Marina's monument 
The fairest^ svaeeCst^ and best, lies here. 
Who witiier'^d in her spring of year. 
She was of TyruSy the king's daughter^ 
On whom foul death hath made this slaughter ; 
Marina was she caltd; tmd at her birth, 
T'hetis^ being proud, swallowed some pari oUhe 

earth : 
Therefore the earth, fearing to be o'erflow''df 
Hath Thetis' birth^ild on the heavens bestowed: 
Whereforeshe does, {and swears she'll never stini^^) 
Make raging battery upon shores ofjiini. 
No visor does become black villany, 
So well as soft and tender flattery. 
Let Pericles believe his daughter's dead. 
And bear his courses to be ordered 
By lady Fortune ; while our scenes display 
His daughter's wo and heavy well-a-day, 

(1) His body. (2) To know. 

(3) The sea. (4) Never cease. 
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In ber unholy ternce. Patience <hen» 

And think you now are all in Mitylen. [Exit 

SCEJ^E r.— Mitjiene. A street hejhre the 
brothel Enier^ from the brothel two Gen- 
tlemen. 

1 Gent Did you ever hear the like? 

2 GerU. No, nor never shall do in such a place as 
this, she being once gone. 

1 Gent. But to have divinity preached there! did 
you ever dream of such a thing? 

2 Gent No, no. Come, I am for no more bawdy- 
houses : shall we go hear the vestals sing? 

1 Gent. V\\ do any thinff now that is virtuous ; 
but 1 am out of the road of rutting, for ever. 

[Exevnt 

SCEJ^E VI.—Thi same. A room in the brothel 
Enter Pander, Bawd, and BoulL 

Pond. Well, I had rather than twice the worth 
of her, she had ne*er come here. 

Bawd. Fie, fie upon her ; she is able to freeze 
the god Priapus, and undo a whole generation. We 
must either get her ravished, or be rid of her. 
When she should do for clients her fitment, and do 
me the kindness of our profiession, she has me her 
quirks, her reasons, her master-reasons, her pray- 
ers, her knees ; that she would rtiake a puritan of 
the devil, if he should cheapen a kiss of her. 

BoulL 'Faith, I must ravish her, or sheMl dis- 
fumish us of all our cavaliers, and miike all our 
swearers priests. 

Pond. Now, the pox upon her green-sickness 
for me ! 

Bawd. 'Faith, there's no way to be rid on't, but 
by the way to the pox. Here comes the lord Ly- 
simachus, disguised. 

Boult. We should have both lord and lown, if 
the peevish baggage would but give way to cus* 
tomers. 
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Enter Lysimachus. 

Lys. How now? How* a doxen of virginities? 

BMffd. Now, the gods to-bles a your honout ! 

Boult. I ain glad to see your honour in good 
health. 

Lys. You may so ; *tis the better for you that * 
your resorters stand upon sound legs. How now, 
wholesome iniquity? Have you that a man may 
deal withal, and defy the surgeon ? 

Bawd. \Ve have here one, sir, if she would 

but there never came her like in Mitvlene. 

Lys. If she'd do the deeds of darkness, thou 
would'st say. 

Bawd. Your honour knows what 'tis to say, well 
enough. 

Lys. Well ; call forth, call forth. 

Bmtli. For flesh and blood, sir, white and ted, 
you shall see a rose ; and she were a rose indeed, 
if she had but 

Lys. What, pr*ythee ? 

BouH. O, sir, I can be modest 

Lys. That dignifies the renown of a bawd, nO 
less than it gives a good report to a number to be 
chaste. 

Enter Marina. 

Bawd. Here comes that which grows to the stalk; 
— never plucked yet, I can assure you. Is she not 
a fair creature? 

Lys. 'Faith, she would serve after a long voy- 
age at sea. Well, there's for you ; — leave us. 

Bawd. I beseech your honour, give me leave ; a 
word, and I'll have done presently. 

Lys. I beseech you, do. 

Bawd. First, I would have you note this is an 
honourable man. 

[To Marina, whom she takes astde, 

(1) How much ? what price ? 
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Mar. I desire to find him so, that I may worthilj 
note him. 

Bawd. Next, be^s the governor of this countiy, 
and a man whom I am boond to. 

Jiiar. If be govern the coonttj, you are bound 
to him indeed ; but how honourable he is in tha^ 
I know not 

Bavfd. 'Pray you, without any more virginal 
fencing, will you use him kindly? He will line your 
apron with gold. 

Mur. What he will do graciously, I will thank- 
fully receive. 

Ijys. Have von done ? 

Batod. My lord, she's not paced yet ; yoo must 

take some pains to work her to your manage. 

Come, we will leave his honour and her toeether. 

[Exeunt Bawd, Pander, and Boult 

Lyt. Go Ay ways. — Now, pretty one, how long 
Juive you been at this trade ? 

Mar. What trade, sir ? 

Lys. What I cannot name but I shall offend. 

Jnar. I cannot be offended with my trade, lilease 
you to name it 

jLvff. Hotr l<Mig have you been of this professkn? 

Jnar. Ever since I can remember. 

Ljfs. Did you go to it so young? Were you a 
gamester^ at five, or at seven f 

Mar. Earlier too, sir, if now I be one. 

Lys. Why, the bouse you dwell in, proclaims 
you to be a creature of sale. 

Mar. Do you know this house to be a place of 
such resort, and will come into it? I hear say, you 
are of honourable parts, and are the governor of 
this place. 

Lys. Why, hath your principal made known 
HBto you who I am ? 

Mur. Who is my principal ? 

Lys, Why, your nerb-woman ; she that sets seedt 

(1) A wanton. 
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and roots d shame and iniquity. O, you have beard 
8(Hnething of my power, and so stand aloof for more 
serious wooing. But I protest to thee, pretty one, 
my authority shall not see thee, or else look friendly 
upon thee. Come, bring me to scune pnvate place, 
dome, come. 

Mar. If you were bom to honour, show it now ; 
If put upon you, make the judgment good 
That thought you worthy of it 

Lys. How's this ? how's this ^ — Some more ;— 
be sage. 

Mar. For me, 
That am a maid, though most ungentle fortune 
Hath placed me here within this loathsome sty. 
Where, since I came, diseases have been sold 
Dearer than physic,— O that the good gods 
Would set me free from this unhallowM place, 
Though they did change me to the meanest bird 
That flies i'tbe purer air ! 

Lys. I did not think 

Thou coald'st hare spoke so well ; ne'er dreamed 

thou could'st. 
Had I brought hither a corrupted mind. 
Thy speech had alter'd it. Hold, here's gold for 

thee: 
Pers^ver still in that clear way thou goest, 
And the gods strengthen thee ! 

Mar. The gods preserve you ! 

L/ys. For me, be you thoughten 

That I came with no ill intent ; for to me 
The very doors and windows savour vilely. 
Farewell. Thou art a piece of virtue, and 
I doubt not but thy training hath been noble.— 
Hold ; here's more gold for thee.— 
A curse upon him, die he like a th^t. 
That robs thee of thy goodness.' If thou hear'st 

from me. 
It dmll be for thy good. 

[As Lysimachus is putting up hispurse^ 
BouU eaters. 



d by Google 



458 PERICLES, Af^IT. 

Bouli. I beseech your honoor, one piece for me. 

Lys. Avaunt, thou damned door-keeper ! Your 
house, 
But for this virgin that doth prop it up, 
Would sink, and overwhelm you all. Away ! 

[Exit Lysimachus. 

Boult How's this ? We must take another course 
with you. If your peevish chastity, which is not 
worth a breakfast in the cheapest country under 
the cope,) shall undo a whole household, let me be 
geldea like a spaniel. Come your ways. 

Mar. Whither would you have me ? 

Boult. 1 must have your maidenhead taken oft, 
or the common hangman shall execute it Come 
your way. We'll have no more gentlemen driven 
away. Come your ways, I say. 
Re'cnler Bawd. 

Bawd. How now ! what's the matter ? 

Boult. Worse and worse, mistress ; she has here 
spoken holy words to the lord Lyaonachuf. 

Bawd. O abominable ! 

Boult. She makes our profession as it ^ere to 
«tink afore the face of the gods. 

Bawd. Marry, hang her up for ever .' 

Boult. The nobleman would have dealt with b^ 
like a nobleman, and she sent him away as cold as 
a snowball ; saying his prayers too. 

Bawd. Boult, take her away; use her at thy 
pleasure: crack the glass of her vii^inity, aikl 
make the rest malleabks. 

Boult. An if she were a thornier piece oi ground 
than she is, she shall be ploughed. 

Mar. Hark, hark, you gods .' 

Bawd. She conjures : away witil her. Would she 
bad never come within my doors I Marry hai^ 
you ! She's born to undo us. Will you not go the 
way of women-kind.' Marry come up, my dish of 
vhastity with rosemary and bays ! [Exit Bawd. 

(1) Cope or canopy of heaven. 
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BwU. Come, mistress ; come joar way wifli me. 

Mar. Whither would you have me ? 

Boult. To take from you the jewel you hold so 
dear. 

Mar. Pr'ythee, tell me one thing first 

Boult. Come now, your one thing. 

Mar. What canst thou wish thine enemy tobe.^ 

Boult. Why, I could wish him to be my master, 
or rather, my mistress. 

Mar. Neither of these are yet so bad as thou art, 
Since they do better thee in their command. 
Thou boldest a place, for which the painedst fiend 
Of hell would not in reputation change : 
Thou*rt the damnM door-keeper to every coystreU 
That hither comes inquiring /or his tib ; 
To the choleric fisting of each rogue thy ear 
Is liable ; thy very food is such 
As hath been belchM on by infected lungs. 

Boult. What would you have me i* go to the 
wars, would you ; where a man may serve seven 
years for the loss of a leg", and have not money 
enough in the end to buy him a wooden one ? 

Mar. Do any thing but this thou doest. Empty 
Old receptacles, conrunon sewers, of filth ; 
Serve by indenture to the common hangman ; 
Any of tliese ways are better yet than this: 
For that which Uiou professest, a baboon, 
Could he but speak, would own a name too dear. 

that the gods would safely from this place 
Deliver me 1 Here, here is gold for thee. 

If that thy master would gain aught by me. 
Proclaim that I can sin^, weave, sew, and dance. 
With other virtues, which 1*11 keep from boast ; 
And I will undertake all these to (each. 

1 doubt not but (his populous city will 
Yield many scholars. 

Boult. Bui can you teach all this you speak of? 
Mar. Prove that I cannot, take me home again, 

(1) Piiltiy fellow. 
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And prostitute me to the basest groom 
That doth frequent your house. 

Borult. Well, I will see what I can do lor thiee : 
-f I can place thee, I will. 

Mar. But, amongst hone&t women ? 

JBouU. *Faith, my acquaintance lies little amongst 
them. But since my master and mistress have 
bought you, there^s no going but by their consent ; 
therefore I will make them acquainted with your 
purpose, and I doubt not but I shall find them trac- 
table enough. Come, PIl do for thee what I can ; 
come your ways. [ExeimL 



ACT V. 

Enter Gower. 

Gow. Marina thus the brothel ^scapes, and chances 
Into an honest house, our stoiy says. 
She sings like one immortal, and she dances 
As goddess-like to her admired lays : 
Deep clerks' she dumbs ; and with her neeld^ com- 
poses 
Nature*s own shape, of bud, bird, branch, or berry; 
That even her art sisters the natural roses : 
Her inkle, silk, twin with the rubied cheny . 
That pupils lacks she none of noble race. 
Who pour their bounty on her ; and her gain 
She gives the cursed bawd. Here we her place ; 
And to her father turn our thoughts again. 
Where we left him, on the sea. We there him lost; 
Whence, driven before the winds, he is arriv'd 
Here where his daughter dwells ; and on this coast 
Suppose him now at anchor. The city striv*d 
God Neptune^s annual feast to keep : from whence 
Lysimachus our Tynan ship espies, 
His banners sable, trimmM with rich expense; 

(1) Learned men. (2) Needle. 
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And to him in his barge with fervoar hies. 
In your supposing once more put your sight ; 
Of heavy Pericles think this toe tmrk r 
Where, what is done in action, more, if might, 
Shall be discovered ; please you, sit, and hark. 

[Exit 

SCEJ^E l.^On board Pericles' ship, off" Mity. 
lene. A close pavilion on deck^ with a curtoM 
before it ; Pericles vnthia H, ttclined on a couch^ 
A barge lying beside the Tyrian veseel Enter 
itoo Sailors, one belonging to the Tyrian veseel, 
the other to the barge ; to them Helicanus. 
Tyr. Sail Where's the lord Helicanus? he can 
resolve you. [To the Sailor of Mitylene. 

O, here he is. — — 

Sir, there's a barge put off from Milylene. 

And in it is Lysimachus the governor. 

Who craves to come aboard. What is your will ? 
Hel. That he have his. Call up some gentlemen. 
Tyr. SaiL Ho, gentlemen! my lord calls. 

Enter two Gentlemen. 

1 Gent Doth your lordship call.^ 
Hel. Gentlemen, 
There is some of worth would come aboard ; I pray 

you. 
To greet them fairly. 

[The Gentlemen and the two Sailors descend, 
and go on board the barge. 

Enter , from tfunce^ Lysimachus and Lords ; ths 
Tyrian Gentlemen, and the two Sailors. 

T^. SaiL Sir, 
This is the man that can, in aught you would. 
Resolve you. 

Lys. Hail, reverend sir! The gods preserve yoit. 

Jlel. And you, sir, to out-live the age I am. 
And die as I wouSd cb. 

Lys. You wish me well 
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Being on shore, honouring of Neptune's trhmpbi 
Seeing this goodly vessel nde before us, 
I ma^ to it, to know of whence you are. 

HeL Firet, sir, what is your place? 

Lys. I am governor of this place you lie before. 

Hel. Sir, 
Our vessel is of Tyre, in it the king ; 
A man, Mfho for itua three months haih hot spoken 
To any oae, nor taken sustenance. 
But to proroguel his grief. 

Ly9. Upon what ground is his distemperature ? 

Hel. Sir, it would be too tediovs to repeat ; 
But the main grief of all springs from the km 
Of a beloved daughter ana a wife. 

Lys. May we ncrt see him, then ? 

Hd. You may, indeed, sii^ 

But bootless is yonr sight ; he will not spmk 
To any. 

Lys. Yet, let me obtain mv wish. 

JleL Behold him, sir : [Pericles discovered.] this 
was a goodly person. 
Till the disaster, that, one mortaP night, 
Drove him to this. 

Lys. Sir, king, aU hail ! the gods preserve yod ! 
Hail, 
1^1, royal sir ! 

HeL It is in vain ; he will not speak to you. 

1 Lord Sir, we have a maid 4n Mi^lene, I dtittt 
wager. 
Would win some words of him. 

Lys. *Tis well bethought 

l%e, questionless, with her sweet harmony 
And other choice attractions, would allure. 
And make a battery through his deafen*d parts,' 
Which now are midway stopped ; 
She, all as happy as of all tne fairest, 
Isi with her lelbw maidens, now within 

(1) To lengthen or prolong hit grief, 

(2) Destructive. . (3) t. c. Ears. 
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The leaf/ dielter that abuU against 

The isIand^s side. 

[He whispers ime of the attendant Lordg.^^ 

Exit Lord, in the bmrge qf Lysimachus. 

HeL Sure, airs etfectiess ; yet nothing weUl omit 

That beai« reco?eiy*8 name. But, since your kind- 
ness 

We hare strctch'd thus &rv let us beseech you fur- 
ther. 

That for our gold we may provision have. 

Wherein we are not destitute for want. 

But weary for the staleness. 
Lys. O, sir, a courtesy. 

Which if we should deny, the most just <'Tod 

For eveiy ^raS would send a caterpillar. 

And so inflict our province. — Yet once nx>i« 

Let me entreat to know at large the cause 

Of your king^s sorrow. 
JdeL Sit, sir, 1 will recount i* y-^ 

But see, I am prevented. 

Enter f/rom the barge. Lord, Marina, and a young 
Lady. 

. Lys, O, here is 

The lady that I sent for. Welcome, fair one ! 

IsU not a goodly presence ? 

Hel, A gallant lady. 

Lys. She's such, that were I well assurM she caokc 
Of ffentle kind, and noble stock, I'd wish 
No better choice, and think me rarely wed. 
Fair one, all goodness that consists in bounty 
Expect even here, where is a kingly patient : 
If that thy prosperous artificial feat 
Can draw him t>ut to answer thee in aught, 
Thy sacred physic shall receive «uch o**" 
As thy desires can wish. 

J\Iar. Sir, I will us% 

My utmost skill in his recovery. 
Provided none bat I and m^ companion 
Be sufier'd to come near him. 
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Lys. Ccmfie, let us leave her. 

And the gods make her prosperous ! [Mar. sings. 

Lys, MarkM he your music ? 

Mar, No, nor lookM on us. 

Lys. See, she will speak to him. 

Mar. Hail, sir ! mv lord, lend ear : — 

Per. Hum! ha! 

Mar. I am a maid. 

My lord, that ne'er before invited eyes, 
But have been gaz*d on, comet-like : she speaks, 
M^ lord, that, may be, bath endured a grief 
Might equal yours, if both were justly weigh'd. 
Timugh wayward fortune did malign my state, 
Mv derivation was from ancestors 
Who stood equivalent with mighty kings : 
But time hath rooted out my parentage, 
And to the world and awkward casualties 
Bound me in servitude. — I will desist ; 
But there is something glows upon my cheek. 
And whispers in mine ear, Go not iiU he speak. 

[Aside, 

Per. My fortunes — parentage — ^good parentage — 
To equal mine ; — was it not thus .'* what say you? 

Mar. I said, my lord, if you did know my parent- 
age, 
ITou would not do me violence. 

Per. I do think so. 

f pray you, turn your eyes again upon me.— 
Yoa are like something that— What countrywoman.^ 
Here of these shores? 

Mar. No, nor of anv ahorea : 

Yet 1 was mortally brought forth, and am 
Vo other than I appear. 

Per, I am great with wo, and shall deliver weep- 
ing. 
^ dearest wife was like this maid, and such a one 
my daugliter might have been : my queen's square 

brows; 
Ker stature to an inch ; as wand-like straight; 
As sHver-voic'd \ her eyes as jewel-like, 
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And ca3*d as richly : m pace another Juno ; 
Who starves the ears she feeds, and makes them 

bungrjr, 
The more she gives them speech. — ^Where do you 
live ? 

Mar. Where I am but a stranger; from the deck 
You may discern the place. 

Per. Where were you bred ? 

And how achieved you these endowments, which 
You make more rich to owe ?> 

Mar, Should I tell my history, 

*Twould seem like lies disdain*^ in the reporting. 

Per. Pr*ythee speak ; 
Falseness cannot come from thee, for thoiu look'st 
Modest as justice, and thou seem^st a palace 
For the crown'd truth to dwell in : Til believe thee» 
And make my senses credit thy relation. 
To points that seem impossible ; for thou look*st 
Like one I k>v'd indeed. What were thy friends f 
Didst thou not say, when I did push thee back, 
(Which was when I perceivM thee,) that thou 

cam*st 
From good descending.' 

Mar. So indeed I did. 

Per. Report thy parentage. I think thou said^st 
Thou hadst been tossM from wrong to injury. 
And that tliou thought'st thy griefs naight equal 

mine. 
If both were open*d. 

Mar. Some such filing indeed 

I said, and said no more but what my thoughts 
Did warrant me was likely. 

Per. Tell thy story; 

If thine consider'd prove the thousandth part 
Of my endurance, thou art a man, and I 
Have SttfferM like a girl : yet thou dost look 
Like Patience, gazing on kmgs' graves, and smiling 
Extremity out of act. What were thy friends ? 



V0L.vn. 



a) 



2G 
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Attr. 



How loet thoii them? Thy name, n^ mott ldn4 

virgin ? 
Recount, I do be<)eech thee ; come, sit bj me. 

JIfar. My name, air, is M arina. 

Per. O, I am mockM^ 

And thou bj some incensed god sent hither 
To make the world iai|gh at me. - 

Mar, Patience, good sir. 

Or here Fll cease. 

Per. Nay, Til be patient : 

Thou little know*st how thou dodt startle me. 
To call thyself Marina. 

Jliar. The name Marina, 

Was given roe by one that had some power ; 
My father, and a king. 

Per. How! a king's daughter ? 

And calPd Marina? 

Mar. You said you would believe me ; 

But, not to be a troubler of your peace, 
I will end here. 

Per. But are you flesh and blood ? ^ 

Have you a workirig pulse ? and are no faiiy f 
No motion ?i— Well ; speak on. Where were yoa 

bom? 
And whereibre callM Marina ? 

Mar. Call'd Marina, 

For I was bom at sea. 

Per. At sea ? Thy mother ? 

Mar. Mv mother was the daughter of a king ; 
Who died the very minute I was bom, 
As my good nurse Lychorida hath oft 
Delivered weeping. 

Per. O, stop there a little ! 

This is the rarest dream that e*er dull sleep 
Did mock sad fools withal : this cannot be. 
My daughter's buried. [Aside.] WeU:— where 

were you bred ? 
Ill hear you more, to tlie bottom of your stoiy, 

(1) t. e. No puppet dressed up to deceive me. 
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And nerer interrupt yoa. 

Jtfcr. You'll scarce believe me ; twere best I did 
give o'er. 

Per. I will believe ^ou hy (he sjrilable 
Of wliat you shall dehver. Yet, give me leave :— 
How cune yon in these parts ? where were you bred? 

Mnr, The king, mj father, did in.Tharsus leave 
me; 
Till cruel Cleoo, with his wicked wife. 
Did seek to murder me : and having wooM 
A villain to attempt it, who having drawn, 
A crew of pirates came and rescwed me ; 
Brought me to Mitylene. But now, gord sir, 
Whiter will you have me ? Why do you weep f It 

maybe, 
Yoa think me .an impostor ; no, good faith ; 
1 am the daughter to king Perides, 
If good king Pericles be. 

Per. Ho, HeUcanus! 

HeL Calls my gracious lord f 

Per. Thou art a grave and noble counselbr. 
Most wise in |eiiersu : Tell me, if thou canst. 
What this maid is, or what is like to be, 
That thus hath made roe weep ? 

Hd. I know not; but 

Here is the regent, sir, of Mitylene, 
Speaks nobly of her. 

Jjys. She would never tell 

Her parentage; being demanded that. 
She would sit still and weep. 

Per. O Helicanus, strike me, hoaour'd nr ; 
Give me a gash, put noe to present pain ; 
Lest this great sea of joys rushing upon me. 
Overbear the shores of my mortality. 
And drown me wiih their sweetness. O, come hither. 
Thou that b^;et'st him that did thee beget ; 
Thou that wast bora at sea, buried at Tharsus, 
And ibund at sea again ! O Helicanus, 
I>own on thy knees, thank the holy gods, as loud 
As thunder threatens us : This is Marina.— 
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What was thy mother's na^fie ? tell me but ^Ml, 
For truth can never be confirmed enough, . . 
Though doubts did ever sleep. 

Mar. First, sir, I pray, 

What is your title ? 

Per, 1 am Pericles of Tyre : but tell me qpw 
As in the rest thou hast been godlike perfect*) 
ly drownM *queen*s name, thou art the heir of 

And anotberlife to Pericles thy father. 

Mar. Is it no more to be your dai^bter, than 
To say, my mother's name was Tbaisaf 
Thaisa was my mother, who did esL^ 
The minute I began. 

Per. Now, blessing on thee, ri|w; thoii art my 
child. 
Give me fresh garments* Mine owp, Helicapim 
(Not dead at 'Hiarsus, as she should have boeOt . 
By savare Cleon,) she shall tell thee all { . 
When tEoo sbalt kneel apd iusti^ in knowIedgie» 
She is thy veiy princess. — Who is this-? ' 

HeL Sir, 'tis the governor of Mityleoe, 
Who, hearing of your melancholy state. 
Did come to see you. 

Per. I embrace you, sir. 

Give roe my robes ; I am wild in »y beholdiog. 
O heavens bless my drl ! But harkf what CQM«icJ — 
Tell Helicanus, my Maijna, tell him 
O'er, point by point, for yet he seemi» to doubt^ 
How sure you are my daugbt^rv. — ^Bot wbl4 music ? 

HeL My lord, i hear qcii«. 

Per. None? 
The music of the spheres : list, mjT Marina. 

Lys. It is not goo<^ to cross himi s^^9 ^m way. 

J*er. Barest sounds I 
r^ ye not hear ? 

L^$. Music ? ray lord* I hear— 

Per. Most heavenly musiq : 
It nipsiiM unto lisfning^ and thick slumber 
Hangs oa mine «ye4idB ; let me rest [He «^f •• . 



^ 
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Lys. A pillow for his head ; 

[The curtain btfore the pavilion of Periclet 
is closed. 
So leave him all. — ^Well, my companion-friends, 
If this but answer to my just belief, 
I'll well remember you. 

[Exeimt Lysimachus, Helicanus, Marina, 
and attendant Lady. 

SCEJVTE 11— The same. Pericles on the deck 
asleep f Diana appearing to him as in a vision. 

Diet. Mr temple stands in Ephesos; hie tfae<^ 
thither. 
And do upon mine altar sacrifice. 
There, Woen my maiden priests are met together, 
Before the people all. 
Reveal how thou at sea didst lose thy wife : 
To mourn thy crosses, with thy daughter's, caH, 
And give them repetiticm to the life.* 
Perform my bidding, or thou liv'st in wo : 
Do't, and be happy, by ray silver bow. 
Awake, and tell thy dream. [Diana disappears 

Per. Celestial Dian, goddess argentine,^ 
I will obey thee ! — Helicanus ! 

Enter Lysimadius, Helicanus, and Marina. 

HeL Sir. 

Per, My pui^)0S6 was for Tharsus, ^re to 
strike 
llie mhospitable Cleon ; but I am 
For other service ^nt : toward Ephesus 
Turn our blowu? sails; eflsoclns^ 111 tell thee why.— 
. [To Helicanas; 

(1) Repeat a lively narrative of your adventures. 

(2) t. e. Regent of the silver moon. 

(3) Swollen. (4) Soon. 
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Shall we refresh us, sir, upon your shore. 
And give yoa gold lor such provision 
As our intents will need ? 

Lyi. With all my heart, sir ; and when joi!:> come 
. ashore, 
I have another suit. 

Per. You shall prevail. 

Were it to woo my daughter : tor it seems 
You have been noble towards her. 

JLys. Sir, lend your arm. 

. Per. Come, my Marina. lExeunU 

tSnier Gower, b^ore ^ temple of Diana ui 
Ephesus. 

Goto. Now our sands are almost run ; 
More a little, and then done. 
This, as ray last bpoo, give me 
(For such kindness must relieve me,) 
That you aptly will suppose 
What pageantry, what feats, what shows. 
What minstrelsy, and pretty din. 
The regent made in IVutylin, 
To greet the king. So be bis thrived, 
That he is promised to be wiv*d 
To fair Marina ; but in no wise, 
Till he* had done his sacrifice. 
As Dian bade : whereto being bound. 
The interim, pray you, all confound.3 
In featherM briefness sails are fiU'd. 
And wishes fall out as they're willed. 
At E(>hesus, the temple see. 
Our king, and all his company. 
That he can hither come so soon* 
Is by your £uicy*s thankful boon. [Exit 



(1) t. e. Pericles. 

(2} Confound here signifies to consume. 
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SCEJSTE lil—The temple qf Diana at Epbesua : 
Thaisa standing near the altar, as high-priest* 
ess f a number qf virgins on each side ; Ceri- 
iiKMi and other irmabitants o/*£phesus attending^ 
Enter Pericles, with his train ; Lysimachus, 
Helicanus, Marina, and a lady. 

Per. Hail Dian ; to perform thyjust command, 
I here confess myself the king of Tvre ; 
Who, finehted from my countiy, did wed 
The fair Tbafsa, at Pentapolis. 
At sea in childbed died she, but brought forth 
A nftud-diild cali'd Marina ; who, O eoddess. 
Wears yet thy silver livezy.* She at Tharsus 
Was nurs*d with Cleon ; whom at fourteen years 
He sought to murder : but her better stars 
Brought her to Mitylene ; against whose shore 
Riding, her fortunes brought the maid aboard us, 
Where, by her own most- clear remembrance, she 
Made known herself my dauehter. 

Thau Voice and favoqr ! — 

You are— you are — O royal Pericles! — [She Joints. 

Per. What means the woman ? she dies ! help, 
gentlemen! 

Cer. Noble sir, 
If ^on have told Diana*s altar true, 
Tms is your wife. 

Per. Reverend appearer, no ; 

I threw her overboard with these vezy arms. 

Cer. Upon this coast, I warrant you. 

Per. »Tis most certain. 

Cer, Look to the lady ; — O, she's but o'erjoy'd. 
Early, one blust*ring mom, this lady was 
Thrown on tiiis shore. I op'd the coffin, and 
Found there rich jewels; recovered her, and plac'd 

her 
Here in Diana's temple. 

Per, May we see them ? 

(1) i. e. Her white robe of innocence. 
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Cer. Great sir, tbey shall be brought 70a to mf 
house, 
Whither I invite you. Look ! Thaisa is 
Recover'd. ^ 

Thai. O, let me look ! 
If he be notie of mine, my sanctity 
Will to m^ sense! bend no licentious ear, 
But curb It, spite of seeing. O, my lorc^ 
Are you not Pericles ? Like him you speak. 
Like him you are : Did you not nain^ a tempest, 
A birth, and death ? 

Per. The voice of dead Thaisa ! 

ThaL That Thaisa am I, supposed dead. 
And drowned. 

Per. luaootiaX Dian ! 

Thai. Now I knowr you better.— 

When we with tears parted Pentapolis, 
The king, my father, gave you such a ring. 

[$Aoiot a ring, 

Ter. This, this : no more, you gods I your pra^ 
sent kindness 
Makes my past miseries sport : You shall do well, 
That on the touching of her lips I may . 
Melt, and no more be seen. O conde, be buried 
A second time within these amis. 

Mar. My bean 

Leaps to be gone into my mother^s bosom. 

[Kneels to Thaisa. 

Per. Look, who kneels here! Flesh of thy flesh, 
Thaisa; 
Thy burden at the sea, and callM Marina, 
For she was yielded there. 

Thai. BlessM and mine own ! 

HeL Hail, madam, and my queen ! 

ThaL I know you not 

Per. You have heard me say, when I did fly 
from Tyre, 
I left behind aa ancient imbstitute. 

(I) Senftial passioa. 
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iu9n you remember what I caU*d ibie mam ? 
I have nam'd him oft 

Thai. Twas Helicanus then. 

Per. Still coa%iialioii : 
Embrace him, dear Thaisa ; this is he. 
Now do I long to hear bow yoQ were found ; 
How possibly preservM ; and whom to thank, 
Besides the gods, for this great miracle. 

Thau Lord Cerimon, my lord ; this man 
Through whom the god« have shown their power; 

that can 
From first to last resolve you. 

Per, Reverend sir, 

The gods can have no mortal c^icer 
More iilce a god than you. Will you deliver 
How this dead queen re-lives? 

Cer. I will, my lord. 

Beseech you, first go with me to my house, 
Where shall be shown you all was found with her ; 
How she came placed ^re within the temple ; 
No needful thing omitted. 

Per. Pure Diana ! 

I bless thee for thy vision, and will (^er 
My night oblations to thee. Thaisa, 
This prince, the fair-betrothed of your daughter, 
Shall marry her at Pentapolis. And now, 
This ornament^ that makes me look so dismal, 
Will I, my lovM Marina, clip to form; 
And what this fourt^iBn years no razor tou^hM, 
To grace thy marriage day, I'll beautify. 

Thai. Lord Cerimon hath letters of good credit. 
Sir, that my father's dead. 

Per. Heavens make a star of him! Yet there, 
my queen, 
WeMl celebrate their nuptials, and ourselves 
Will in that kingdom spend our following days, 
Our son and daughter shall in Tyrus reign. 
Lord Cerimon, we do our l(»)ging stay, 

(1) t. e. His beard. 
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To hear flie rest untold.— Sir, lead the way. [Em, 

EnUr Gower. 

Gow. In Antioch,! and hit daughter, you hare 
heard 
Of monstrous lust the due and just reward : 
In Pericles, has (vieen and daughter, aeea 
(Although assaird with fortune fierce and keen,) 
Virtue preserr'd from fell destructioa*8 blast. 
Led on by heaven, and crownM with joy at last 
In Helicanus may you well descry 
A %ure of truth, of faith, of k^alty : 
In reverend Cerimon there well appears. 
The worth that learned charity ay^ wears. 
For wicked Cleon and his wife, when feme 
Had spread their cursed deed, and honoured name 
Of Pericles, to rage the city turn ; 
That him and his they in his palace bum. 
The gods fer murder seemed so content 
To punish them ; although not done, but meant 
So on your patience everaKM*e attending, 
New joy wait on you ! Here our play has ending. 
[Eacii Gower. 

(1) L e. The king of Antioch. (2) Ever. 
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That this tragedy has soide merit, it were vain 
to deny ; but that it is the entire composition of 
Shakroeare, is more than can be hastily granted. 
I shall not venture, with Dr. Farmer, to determine 
that the hand of our great poet is only visible in 
the last act, for I think it appears in several pas- 
sages dispersed over each of these divisions. I 
find it difficult however, to persuade myself that 
he was the original fabricator o£ the plot, or the 
author of every dialogue, chorus, &c. 

STEEVENS. 

The stoiy is of great antlqui^ ; and is related 
hv various ancient authors in Latin, French, and 
English. 



END OF VOL. VII. 
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